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CYRILLA 


CHAPTER  I. 

Cyrilla  returned  home.  The  disastrous  occur- 
rences just  related  had  so  shaken  her  reliance  on  her 
sister's  judgment  that  she  felt  a  feverish  impatience 
to  be  with  her  mother^  an  intense  longing  to  confide 
in  her,  and  a  determination  to  confess  without  re- 
serve all  that  had  happened  since  they  had  parted ; 
but  when  she  again  saw  the  emaciated  form,  hollow 
cheeks,  and  sunken  eyes  of  her  parent,  fear  took 
possession  of  her  mind,  and  she  no  longer  possessed 
the  necessary  courage  for  the  confession  of  an  en-or 
which  began  to  assume  the  appearance  of  a  crime, 
now  that  she  was  deprived  of  Melanie's  plausible 
arguments  to  palliate  it. 

Yet  no  material  change  had  taken  place  either 
in  the  Baroness  Carl's  health  or  appearance.  For 
years  she  had  suffered  from  a  chronic  disease  of  the 

VOL.  II.  B 
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heart ;  for  years  she  had  known  that  she  was  djing. 
She  had  often  spoken  of  it,  and  her  children  had,  as 
is  usual  in  such  cases,  thought  her  hypochon- 
driacal, and  at  last  had  learned  to  listen  with  a  sort 
of  melancholy  patience  to  the  admonitions  and  di- 
rections which  she  frequently  gave  as  if  solemnly 
dictating  her  will.  A  few  months'  absence  had  re- 
moved from  Cyrilla's  eyes  the  veil  of  habit.  She 
had  become  conscious  of  the  slow  progressive  work 
of  decay  which  had  formerly  escaped  her  notice ; 
and  Fernanda's  quiet  manner  of  listening  and  an- 
swering when  her  mother  spoke  of  death  now  ap- 
peared to  her  perfectly  incomprehensible.  It  was 
in  vain  her  sister  assured  her,  when  they  were 
alone,  that  their  mother  had  suffered  less  during 
the  past  summer  than  she  had  done  for  years, — that 
she  had  even  grown  stronger.  Cyrilla  saw  death 
in  every  feature,  in  every  languid  movement ;  and 
whenever  the  Baroness  Carl  made  the  most  distant 
allusion  to  it,  she  lost  all  command  of  herself,  and 
frequently  was  obliged  to  rush  out  of  the  room. 

Thus  compelled  to  keep  her  unfortunate  secret, 
Cyrilla  had  never  been  able  to  show  any  of  Zorn- 
dorff 's  letters  to  either  her  mother  or  sister ;  but 
though  evidently  surprised,  they  refrained  from 
making  any  remark  that  might  pain  or  embarrass 
her.  When,  however,  these  letters  from  week  to 
week  became  less  satisfactory,  containing  mere  vows 
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of  unalterable  aifection,  mixed  with  some  vague  hopes 
of  better  times,  and  all  reference  to  the  Sommerfeld 
family  carefully  avoided,  Cyrilla  could  scarcely  con- 
ceal her  daily  increasing  anxiety.  The  short,  de- 
spairing, incoherent  lines  that  afterwards  reached 
her  from  time  to  time  made  her  suppose  that  a  crisis 
was  near,  and  each  letter  was  opened  in  the  ex- 
pectation that  it  would  at  least  put  an  end  to  a  state 
of  suspense  that  was  becoming  quite  intolerable. 

Her  aunt,  who  had  passed  the  summer  in  one  of 
those  beautifully  situated  villas  in  the  immediate 
vicinity  of  Salzburg,  returned  to  the  town  when  the 
weather  became  cold.     She  found  Cyrilla  dispirited 
and  looking  very  pale ;  questioned  her  a  good  deal 
about  Eupert,  Freilands,  and  the  Lindesmars,  es- 
pecially Virginie  ;   and  then,  while  arranging  in 
their  usual  places  the  china  figures,  flacons,  and 
monsters  that  invariably  accompanied  her  to  and 
from  the  country,  she  gave  her  a  succinct  account 
of  the  officers  of  the  newly  arrived  regiment,  who 
had  all  been  presented  to  and  had  visited  her  di- 
rectly after  their  an-ival,  and  was  not  a  little  pro- 
voked at  the  apparent  apathy  of  her  hearer.     Even 
the  intelligence  that  Rupert's  friend.  Count  Gla- 
neck,  had  remained  as  colonel  of  the  said  regiment, 
and  that  he  now  came  very  often  to  see  her,  seemed 
neither  to  cause  surprise  nor  interest. 

The  reader  may  perliaps  be  more  inclined  to 
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think  it  extraordinary  tliat  Count  Glaneck,  wlio, 
the  year  before,  had  made  Polyak's  liaison  d'amitie 
a  subject  of  constant  derision — who  had  not  scrupled 
to  banter  him  even  in  the  presence  of  Eupert — 
should  now,  in  a  manner  scarcely  comprehensible 
to  himself,  have  completely  taken  his  place,  and 
become  as  invulnerable  as  his  predecessor  had  been 
to  the  arrows  of  ridicule.  It  so  happened  that  his 
slight  acquaintance  of  a  year  with  the  Baroness  had 
given  him  a  right  to  choose  his  own  time  for  visit- 
ing her ;  and,  after  long  procrastination,  he,  one 
fine  summer's  evening,  when  on  his  way  home 
from  Hellbrunn,  turned  his  horse  into  the  orchard 
and  grass  garden  through  which  the  short  approach 
to  her  villa  had  been  made.  Dogs  and  servants 
were  lounirino;  about  the  door,  and  one  of  each 
guided  him,  not  into  but  round  the  house,  to  a 
small  additional  building,  one  side  of  which,  alto- 
gether composed  of  glass,  looked  out  on  the  beauti- 
ful range  of  mountains  towards  Hallein.  He  as- 
cended a  few  stone  steps,  and  found  himself  in  a 
small  apartment,  with  gay  chintz-covered  furniture; 
at  the  furthest  end  of  which,  behind  a  tea-table,  sat 
the  Baroness,  apparently  engaged  in  a  very  ani- 
mated conversation  with  a  well-educated  parrot, 
which,  perched  on  her  finger,  nibbled  the  almonds 
from  a  cake  which  she  held  towards  it,  and  then, 
putting  its  head  to  one  side,  inquisitively  eyed  the 
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intruder.  Colonel  Glaneck  was  a  tall,  large  man  ; 
his  white  dragoon  uniform,  his  position  before  the 
light,  and  the  smallness  of  the  room,  making  him 
appear  even  taller  and  larger  than  usual.  His  hair 
was  mud-colom*ed,  his  features  irregular,  and  none 
of  them  handsome ;  but  the  expression  of  his  coun- 
tenance, nevertheless,  most  agreeable,  there  was  so 
much  imperturbable  repose  and  quiet  good-humour 
in  it. 

His  reception  was  neither  warm  nor  cold.  The 
Baroness  spoke  to  him,  and  then  to  her  parrot  ; 
gave  him  a  cup  of  tea,  and  then  held  a  macaroon 
to  Poll.  It  may  be  remembered  that  she  rather 
disliked  him  than  otherwise ;  and  had  he,  in  the 
present  instance,  been  accompanied  by  two  or  three 
of  the  officers  of  his  regiment,  she  would  undoubt- 
edly have  given  any  of  them  the  preference,  and 
might  still  have  continued  to  entertain  an  unreason- 
able prejudice  against  a  man  with  whom  she  was, 
in  fact,  still  unacquainted.  But  she  had  been  sev- 
eral hours  alone,  was  extremely  fond  of  talking, 
and  though  he  was  rather  dull — that  is,  in  the  best 
acceptation  of  the  word,  meaning  "  not  exhilarat- 
ing, not  delightful," — he  was  by  no  means  stupid, 
and  could  let  himself  be  entertained  as  well  as  any 
man  in  Christendom, — no  slight  praise,  if  properly 
considered.  The  Baroness  required  nothing  more. 
She  talked,  he  listened  with  attention  ;  she  jested, 
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he  was  amused,  and  sliowed  that  he  was  so.  The 
evening  wore  away,  and  it  was  almost  dark  when 
he  rose  to  take  leave.  She  accompanied  him  to 
the  stone  steps,  and,  while  pointing  out  and  naming 
the  different  mountains,  she  gave  him  time  to  ad- 
mire her  beautiful  ann,  necessarily  stretched  to  its 
fullest  extent.  She  gave  him  also  a  commission  to 
her  jeweller's,  which  obliged  him  to  return  the  next 

day He  came  earlier,  remained  to  dinner,  drove 

with  her  to  Aigen,  braved  all  the  laughing  saluta- 
tions of  his  friends  on  the  crowded  bridge  and  quay, 
if  the  good-humoured  smile  that  accompanied  the 
raising  of  a  couple  of  fingers  to  his  temples  may  be 
so  called ;  and,  finally,  having  discovered  that  a  few 
hours  every  day  could  be  pleasantly  spent  in  a  room 
redolent  of  fresh  flowers,  possessing  a  diversified  and 
extensive  view,  with  a  person  who  was  willing  to 
accept  him  as  listener  and  companion,  he  quietly 
performed  the  very  few  attentions  required,  received 
all  that  were  offered,  and  yielded  without  reserve 
to  the  novelty  of  a  position  which,  contrasting  as  it 
did  so  advantageously  "with  the  somewhat  boister- 
ous mirth  of  his  companions  during  the  last  year, 
suited  in  an  unusual  degree  the  tranquil  indolence 
of  his  disposition.  The  Baroness's  removal  to  Salz- 
burg made  no  change  in  his  habits.  Like  Polyak, 
he  considered  her  nieces  as  pleasant  acquisitions,  and 
divided  his  attentions  in  precisely  the  same  satis- 
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factory  manner  among  them.  Though  not  very 
observant,  he  discovered  before  long  that  Cyrilla 
was  pre-occupied  and  indifferent — in  short,  totally 
unlike  what  he  recollected  her  having  been  the 
year  before  ;  and  at  length  chose  to  make  this  his 
discovery  the  theme  of  a  morning  conversation. 
Always  extremely  communicative  on  every  subject 
that  did  not  immediately  concern  herself,  the  Bar- 
oness informed  him  of  the  whole  story  of  Rupert's 
perverseness,  told  him  how  Cyrilla  had  been  sent 
to  Exfort  that  her  cousin  might  see  her,  how  she 
had  also  gone  to  Freilands  with  the  Falkensteins, 
and  they  had  imagined  everything  would  end 
satisfactorily.  "  And  now,"  she  concluded,  "  I  feel 
convinced  that  she  is  attached  to  my  nephew  in 
that  provoking  sentimental  sort  of  way  peculiar  to 
girls  of  her  age,  but  which  has  made  her  quite  dull 
and  useless  to  me,  and  will  not  at  all  tend  to  re- 
commend her  to  Rupert's  notice,  should  he  come 
here  again.  Perhaps,  however,  a  few  balls  and 
sledging  parties  may  make  her  think  less  of  him, 
which  would  be  just  as  well,  you  know,  until  he 
has  definitively  made  up  his  mind  about  her." 

"  I  don't  wonder  at  her  liking  him ;  he  is  the 
most  good-humoured  pleasant  fellow  I  ever  met," 
observed  Glaneck. 

^^  He  was  very  popular  here,"  said  the  Baroness  ; 
^'  but,  for  my  part,  I  have  always  found  him  im- 
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manageable,  and,  with  respect  to  Cyrilla,  obstinate 
beyond  all  conception." 

"  None  but  veiy  indolent  men  let  other  people 
choose  wives  for  them/'  said  Colonel  Glaneck, 
laughing.  "  I  should  submit  to  a  thing  of  that 
kind  better  than  Adlerkron,  I  suspect." 

^^  That  reminds  me  of  something  I  intended  to 
tell  you,"  rejoined  the  Baroness.  ^'  Do  you  know 
the  people  here  are  beginning  to  say  that  you  have 
taken  a  fancy  to  my  niece  Fernanda  ?" 

^'Indeed!" 

"Now  she  is  a  very  good  sensible  girl,"  continued 
the  Baroness ;  "  but,  as  your  friend,  I  must  in- 
form you  that  a  part  of  her  dower  will  be  an  in- 
valid mother  and  an  elderly  and  very  tyrannical 
femme  de  chambre!" 

"  Better  none  at  all,"  said  the  Colonel,  quietly. 

"  O,  it  is  small  enough — scarcely  worth  nam- 
ing, for  her  father  was  a  most  thoughtless  extrava- 
gant man,  spent  his  own  fortune  and  as  much  of 
his  wife's  as  she  allowed  him  ,*  so  my  nieces  are 
extremely  ill  off,  though  they  and  their  mother 
keep  up  appearances  in  such  a  wonderful  manner." 

'^  Greatly  to  their  credit,"  said  Colonel  Glaneck. 

"Perhaps  so,  if  they  were  not  so  insufferably 
proud.  I  never  much  liked  my  sister-in-law  at  all 
events.  It  was  quite  a  mistake  her  not  ha^dng 
been  a  schoolmistress,  or  something  of  that  sort !" 
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"  I  believe  slie  has  been  a  most  exemplary 
mother?"  he  observed,  half  inquiringly. 

"  Yes — there  is  no  denying  that — few  girls  sing, 
paint,  and  dance  so  well  as  my  nieces !  Yes — she 
certainly  quite  devoted  herself  to  their  educa- 
tion!" 

"  For  which  we  never  can  be  sufficiently  grate- 
ful," said  Fernanda,  coming  from  a  distant  window 
where  she  had  been  writing  music.  "  Count 
Glaneck,"  she  added,  ^'  here  is  the  Barcarole  you 
wished  to  have  for  your  band " 

"  0,  thank  you ;  but  the  Spanish  song  you 
promised  ?" 

^^I  have  not  time — I — I  cannot  remain  longer 
absent  from — my  invalid  mother." 

"  She  has  heard  our  conversation,"  said  the 
Baroness,  as  Fernanda  left  the  room  ;  "  I  had  quite 
forgotten  that  she  was  within  hearing." 

"  So  had  I — and  yet  we  were  speaking  to  her 
not  half  an  hour  ago." 

"  We  do  not  generally  speak  so  loud  as  to  be 
audible  at  that  distance,"  said  the  Baroness,  "  but 
I  suppose  her  sister's  name  caught  her  attention." 

'^  Do  you  think  she  will  repeat  what  she  has 
heard?"  asked  Colonel  Glaneck. 

^'  Most  undoubtedly,  and  if  she  had  remained 
quiet  she  would  have  had  more  to  relate.  I  dis- 
liked my  sister-in-law  for  a  variety  of  reasons,  but 

b2 
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most  especially  for  the  admonitions  and  advice 
with  which  she  favoured  me  about  eighteen  or 
twenty  years  ago  ;  and  for  the  extraordinary  in- 
fluence that  she  gained  over  her  brothers-in-law, 
so  that  they  both,  to  the  last  days  of  their  lives, 
were  possessed  with  the  idea  that  a  daughter  of 
hers  must  be  the  most  desirable  wife  for  Rupert. 
This  plan  now  coincides  with  some  of  my  own. — I 
wish  to  provide  for  Cyrilla,  so  that  when  my  sister- 
in-law  dies  I  may  be  able  to  take  Fernanda  to 
reside  altogether  with  me." 

"  You  will  probably  adopt  her?" 
"  By  no  means,  as  I  do  not  know  whether  or 
not  I  may  continue  to  like  her  as  I  do  now — I — a 
— only  thought  of  making  her  my  companion." 

^'  A  very  agreeable  and  accomplished  one  she 
will  be,"  observed  Colonel  Glaneck. 

^'  I  think  she  will,  and  then  her  being  so  near  a 
relation  removes  all  difficulties  about  her  going  out 
with  me,  which  is  particularly  pleasant,  you  know; 
and  though  she  is  not  at  all  pretty,  she  contrived 
some  way  or  other  to  make  herself  liked  here  last 
year,  and  always  found  people  to  dance  with,  so 
that  I  was  not  at  all  bored  with  her." 

"  I  cannot  help  admiring  your  candour,"  said 
Colonel  Glaneck,  slightly  smiling ;  "  others  intend- 
ing to  act  as  you  will  do,  would  have  endeavoured 
to  make  a  merit  of  it." 


CYRILLA.  11 

The  Baroness  did  not  quite  understand  him  ;  she 
was  too  thoroughly  selfish  to  be  conscious  of  it, 
and  after  a  short  pause,  she  added,  as  if  to  remove 
any  doubts  of  her  motives, — "  Cyrilla,  you  know, 
will  certainly  marry  in  the  course  of  a  few  years 
either  Rupert  or  some  one  else ;  but  there  is  no 
danger  of  anything  of  that  kind  for  Fernanda — no 
one  will  propose  for  her  to  whom  I  may  not  easily 
object!" 

Colonel  Glaneck  rose  with  even  more  than  his 
usual  quiet  gravity,  refused  the  customary  invita- 
tion to  dinner,  but  promised  to  meet  her  at  the 
theatre,  and  then  walked  thoughtfully  down  the 
stairs. 

When  he  reached  the-  last  step  of  the  staircase, 
he  looked  round  for  his  groom,  turned  into  the 
yard,  and  not  finding  him  there,  had  recourse  to 
the  porter's  bell ;  but  before  he  rang  he  paused  to 
watch  a  postman  who  just  then  entered  the  house. 
The  unconscious  messenger  of  joy  or  woe  half 
whistled  as  he  sorted  a  packet  of  letters  and  moved 
towards  the  apartments  of  the  Baroness  Carl,  which 
were  on  the  right  side  of  the  entrance.  An  elderly 
femme  de  chambre  opened  the  door.  Colonel 
Glaneck  knew  instinctively  that  she  was  the  "  very 
tyrannical,"  although  not  a  trace  of  that  quality 
was  discernible  in  the  long,  pale,  almost  melan- 
clioly  countenance  Avhich  immediately  assumed  an 
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expression  of  deep  interest  as  she  received  the 
letter  from  the  hurrying  postman,  who,  with  a  nod 
and  the  words,  "  For  your  young  lady  as  usual," 
sprang  down  the  three  steps  and  disappeared. 

"My  horse!"  said  Colonel  Glaneck ;  and  the 
porter,  after  a  look  of  feigned  surprise,  turned  to 
some  servants  who  were  in  his  room,  repeated  the 
words,  then  answered :  "  Yes,  Colonel — directly. 
Colonel" — and  retired  again  into  his  room,  whence, 
however,  instead  of  the  expected  gTOom,  a  boy  soon 
after  darted  forth  and  ran  down  the  street.  Quite 
aware  that  he  was  an  hour  earlier  than  usual,  Colonel 
Glaneck  good-natm-edly  found  it  not  only  pardon- 
able but  very  natui'al  that  his  servant  should  get 
tired  waiting  and  go  off ;  perhaps  he  might  himself 
have  done  the  same,  had  he  not  feared  it  might  be 
supposed  that  he  was  angry, — a  state  of  being  in 
which  he  seldom  indulged  and  never  wished  to 
appear  ,*  so  in  an  absent  sort  of  way  he  amused 
himself  playing  with  one  of  the  Baroness's  cross 
dogs,  until  the  breathless  groom  returned  and 
pantingiy  began  to  inform  him  that  the  horses 
were  well  off  in  a  stable  appropriated  exclusively 
to  them, — "  a  stable  in  which  Count  Polyak's 
horses " 

"  Come,  come,  make  haste — I  have  waited  long 
enough,"  cried  Colonel  Glaneck  with  some  im- 
patience and  a  slight  increase  of  colour. 
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A  few  minutes  more  and  he  rejoiced  in  a  delay 
which  enabled  him  to  be  of  use  in  a  most  unex- 
pected manner,  and  eventually  turned  his  thoughts 
and  kindliest  feelings  into  a  new  channel. 
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CHAPTER  11. 

Fernanda  had  no  intention  whatever  of  repeating 
her  aunt's  remarks  to  her  mother.  Their  physician 
had  said  that  mental  inquietude  would  be  injurious, 
and  violent  emotion  of  any  kind  might  be  danger- 
ous to  her:  even  in  the  opening  and  shutting 
of  doors  the  greatest  attention  had  latterly  become 
necessary,  and  Fernanda's  quick  decided  movements 
had  by  degrees  changed  to  the  slowest  and  stealthiest 
that  she  could  acquire.  Had  she  found  her  mother 
dosing  on  the  sofa,  as  she  expected,  it  is  probable 
she  might  have  spoken  to  Cyrilla  about  Rupert, 
and  have  recommended  her  to  disabuse  their  aunt's 
mind  on  that  subject  the  first  convenient  oppor- 
tunity ;  but,  instead  of  sleeping,  the  Baroness  Carl 
was  sitting  in  an  unusually  upright  posture,  and 
was  evidently  in  a  state  of  considerable  nervous  ex- 
citement. When  her  daughter  entered  the  room, 
she  took  a  long  breath,  and  exclaimed : 
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"  Dear  creature,  what  a  palpitation  you  have 
given  me  !  I  thought  when  you  rang  that  the  post- 
man had  come ;  and,  though  Cyrilla  has  not  told 
us,  I  know  she  has  been  expecting  a  letter  the  last 
week  or  ten  days  ! " 

Cyrilla,  who  had  been  reading  aloud,  looked  up 
with  tearful  eyes,  and  said  earnestly  :  "  You  cannot 
imagine  with  what  anxiety  I  expect  this  next  letter. 
I  hope  I  may  show  it  to  you,  and  then  at  last  there 
will  be  an  end  to  a  want  of  confidence  which  I 
know  has  shocked  you." 

"  Do  not  mistake  me,  Cyrilla.  I  am  sorry  to 
see  you  so  uneasy,  so  silent,  and  changed ;  but  I 
have  no  wish  to  read  your  letters  until  you  wish  to 
show  them  to  me." 

"  Wish  !  oh  how  I  long  to  show  them  to  you  ! 
If  I  were  sure  that  there  was  no  danger  of  your 

having  one  of  those  suffocating  palpitations if 

you  could  only  promise  me  not  to  be  alarmed  or 
agitated " 

"  A  few  years  ago  I  could,  under  any  circum- 
stances, have  made  such  a  promise  ;  but  for  me  that 
time  of  strength  is  past — gone  for  ever,"  she 
answered,  with  a  deep  sigh.  "  I  have  hitherto 
consoled  myself  with  the  idea  that,  after  all,  there 
can  be  nothing  in  the  letters  that  I  cannot  imagine, 
or  do  not  already  know.  The  impediments  to  your 
man'iage  appear  to  me,  it  is  true,  rather  chimeric.^]. 
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Count  Zorndorff  is  not  rich,  but  the  interest  which 
his  uncle  may  have  promised  to  use  for  his  prefer- 
ment will  scarcely  be  withheld  because  he  has 
chosen  to  share  it  with  you." 

"  But,  mamma,  you  always  seem  to  forget  that 
the  President  wishes  him  to  marry  a  woman  of  large 
fortune  who  is  now  in  Berlin." 

^'  No,  I  have  not  forgotten  it ;  but  relations  so 
often  wish  these  things  without  producing  the  de- 
sired results,  that  I  have  learned  to  consider  wishes 
next  to  nothing.  You  are  not  perhaps  aware,  that 
years  ago  both  your  uncles,  and,  until  very  lately, 
your  aunt  and  I,  wished  that  you  should  marry  your 
cousin  Rupert." 

Cyrilla  showed  none  of  the  sui-prise  her  mother 
expected.  She  bent  her  head  over  her  book,  and 
murmured  something  of  Rupert  having  told  her  so. 

'^  You  seem  to  have  been  on  very  good  terms, 
and  to  have  spoken  very  unreservedly  to  each  other," 
observed  her  mother.  "  I  find  it  difficult  to  under- 
stand your  mutual  indifference still  more   so 

your  preference  for  Count  Zorndorff,  as,  from  various 
trifling  occurrences  that  you  have  carelessly  related 
to  me,  I  cannot  help  thinking  Rupert  infinitely 
more  amiable  than  he  is ! " 

''  I  imagined  you  too  just  to  judge  any  one  from 
trifling  occurrences,"  said  Cyrilla,  reproachfully. 

^'  It  is  the  best — the  surest  means  of  judging 
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correctly,"  answered  her  mother.  "  On  great  or 
important  occasions  people  deliberate,  and  not  un- 
frequently  balance  their  selfish  inclinations  against 
the  applause  of  the  world ;  but  in  the  everyday 
trifling  occurrences  of  life,  when  subject  to  little 
blame  and  less  praise,  the  true  character  and  incli- 
nations show  themselves  without  reserve." 

"  O,  I  never  thought  about  all  that,"  said  Cyrilla, 
smiling.  "  You  must  not  expect  me  to  be  wise 
like  you  or  Fernanda  for  the  next  ten  years  at 
least." 

"  Are  you,"  said  her  mother  with  some  hesita- 
tion,— "  Are  you  quite  sure  that  Count  ZorndorfF's 
personal  beauty  did  not  influence  you  more  than  it 
ought  to  have  done  ?     Melanie's  description  of  him, 

and  that  picture  which  he  sent  you " 

At  this  moment  the  bell  rang,  and  Cyrilla  started 
up  eagerly,  joyfully, — hope  ever  in  sanguine  minds 
like  hers  suggesting  future  happiness,  till  chased  by 
stern  reality.  Before  breaking  the  seal  of  her  let- 
ter, she  stooped  down  and  lightly  kissed  the  already 
half-averted  cheek  of  her  mother,  who,  unwilling 
to  embarrass  her  by  an  appearance  of  unusual  ob- 
servation, turned  to  Fernanda,  and  began  to  speak 
on  some  uninteresting  subject  with  forced  compo- 
sure. The  sound  of  audibly  short-drawn  breath- 
ing soon,  however,  made  her  look  anxiously  to- 
wards Cyrilla.     She  saw  her  standing  with  her 
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eyes  rivetted  on  the  letter,  while  her  whole  frame 
trembled  violently.  Her  respiration  quickly 
changed  to  a  succession  of  convulsive  sighs  ;  and  at 
length,  after  looking  wildly  round  her,  she  threw 
herself  into  a  chair,  and  burst  into  a  passion  of 
tears  of  such  overwhelming  violence  that  her  sister 
sprang  towards  her,  while  her  mother,  rapidly 
changing  colour,  slowly  rose,  and,  gi'asping  the  in- 
tervening table  for  support,  extended  her  hand  and 
demanded  the  letter. 

"  No,  no,  no,  no  ! "  cried  Cyrilla  vehemently. 

"  Give  me  the  letter,"  repeated  her  mother,  in 
the  voice  of  quiet  authority,  which  Cyrilla  had  not 
forgotten,  though  she  had  not  heard  it  for  years, — 
^'  Give  me  the  letter :  this  is  something  Avhich  I 
must and  ought  to  know." 

She  took  it,  crushed  and  blotted  with  tears,  from 
her  daughter's  hand,  and  read, — 

"  Ere  this  can  possibly  reach  you,  ^Melanie 
will  have  told  you  all.  My  uncle  himself  had 
the  consideration  to  propose  her  being  the  bearer 
of  the  fatal  intelligence.  You  have  heard,  then, 
of  my  breach  of  faith  and  loss  of  honour.  You 
know  that  while  my  heart  and  vows  belonged 
to  you,  I  have  in  the  most  public  manner  become 
the  wretched  husband  of  Margaret  von  Sommerfeld. 
That  I  have  so  acted  in  order  to  save  her  life,  I  hope 
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you  will  believe  :  my  crime  is  great  enough  with- 
out the  imputation  of  motives  of  sordid  interest 
being  added  to  it.  I  dare  not  ask  yom^  forgiveness ; 
but  venture  to  remind  you  that  you  once  said  you 
^  would  wait  years — a  life  /'  These  words  are  now 
my  last,  my  only  hope. — Zoendorff." 

"  This  is  a  hard  trial,  my  poor  child,"  said  her 
mother,  slowly  approaching  her  ;  "  but,"  she  added 
with  apparent  difficulty  of  utterance, — "  but no 


Cyrilla  knew  the  contrary,  and  yielded  to  a  fresh 
paroxysm  of  grief.  Her  mother's  arms  were  thrown 
round  her,  and  she  heard  some  unintelligible  words 
murmured  in  her  ear,  returning  the  embrace  with 
all  the  fervour  of  utter  despair.  It  was  some  time 
before  she  perceived  the  relaxation  of  the  grasp,  the 
drooping  of  the  head,  the  gradual  sinking  of  her 
mother  to  the  very  gTound.  Her  exclamation  of 
alarm  made  Fernanda  look  up  from  Zorndorff's 
letter,  which  she  was  reading,  and  rush  towards  her  ; 
but  when,  between  them,  the  emaciated  sufferer 
had  been  placed  on  a  sofa,  the  still  flushed  face, 
distorted  features,  and  slightly  protruding  tongue, 
made  them  instantly  aware  that  it  was  no  common 
fainting-fit.  As  Cyrilla  began  to  apply  all  the 
simple  remedies  within  her  reach,  Fernanda,  more 
alarmed  than  she  had  ever  been  in  all  her  life, 
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sought  Justine,  and  having  given  her  a  few  hurried 
directions,  ran  towards  the  porter's  apartment,  and 
was  endeavouring  breathlessly  to  make  the  phleg- 
matic, deaf  old  man  comprehend  the  necessity  of 
going  instantly  for  their  physician,  when  Colonel 
Glaneck  joined  her,  and  in  a  moment  understood 
what  had  happened :  requesting  her  to  trust  the 
commission  to  him,  he  mounted  his  horse  and  rode 
impetuously  down  the  street. 

Short  as  was  the  time  which  intervened  before  he 
returned — to  Fernanda  and  Cyrilla  it  appeared 
an  eternity.  The  slight  indications  which  their 
mother  had  given  of  returning  consciousness  had 
altogether  ceased  ;  a  rigid  placidity  seemed  to  steal 
over  her  features,  as  by  degrees  they  regained 
their  usual  position.  Unremittingly  and  with 
unwearied  care,  every  remedy,  rendered  familiar  by 
long  practice,  was  tried ;  nor  were  they  all  ex- 
hausted when  the  well-known  voice  of  Dr  Paur 
changed  the  undefined  fears  into  hopes  equally 
undefined,  but  buoyant — irrepressible  as  hopes  in 
such  cases  always  are. 

During  the  half- hour  of  anxious  expectation 
that  ensued.  Colonel  Glaneck,  deeply  interested  in 
all  he  had  seen  and  heard,  and  hoping  he  might 
again  in  some  way  make  himself  useful,  walked  up 
and  down  the  little  ante-room,  usually  occupied 
by  Justine,  wondering  a  good  deal  at  the  unbroken 
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silence  that  prevailed  in  the  adjoining  apartments. 
At  length  he  heard  the  sound  of  a  carriage  entering 
the  usually  quiet  street — a  faint  distant  blast  of  a 
horn — accelerated  motion — a  rumbling — clattering 
— then  the  heavy  entrance-gates  grated  on  their 
hinges,  and,  with  a  noise  that  seemed  to  cause 
vibration  in  the  house  itself,  the  Countess  Falken- 
stein's  carriage  rolled  under  the  archway.  A  large 
bell,  close  to  Colonel  Glaneck,  was  violently  rung, 
and,  before  he  had  time  to  open  the  door,  Melanie 
already  stood  before  it.  With  a  precipitation  most 
unusual  to  her,  she  hurried  forward,  and  was  about 
to  pass  on  without  a  glance  or  word  of  inquiry, 
when  it  occurred  to  him  that  he  ought  to  prepare 
her  in  some  way  for  what  she  was  likely  to  witness 
in  her  stepmother's  apartments.  He  stopped  her, 
and  began  an  explanation ;  but  no  sooner  had  he 
pronounced  the  word  ''  letter  "  than  she  interrupted 
him,  exclaiming — 

"  What  letter?— from  whom?" 

^^  I  have  not  the  most  remote  idea  :  I  supposed 
it  was  from  you,  and  that  you  had  communicated 
the  death  of  some  friend  or  relation." 

''  Too  late  !  too  late  !  Oli  that  I  had  arrived  an 
hour  earlier  ! "  she  cried,  rushing  past  him  into  the 
house. 

Dr  Paur  had  just  turned  away  from  the  bed  of 
death  (for  such  it  proved  to  be)  as  Melanie  entered. 
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^^  I  have  tried  everj^thing,  in  order  to  satisfy  your 
mind,"  lie  said  to  Fernanda  ;  ''  but  life  was  prob- 
ably extinct  even  before  you  could  have  sent  for  me. 
I  always  feared  her  death  would  be  sudden — it 
generally  is  in  cases  like  hers." 

Melanie  sank  on  a  chair  in  speechless  hoiTor. 

'■'•  She  has  been  spared  much  suffering,"  con- 
tinued Dr  Paur ;  "  and  knowing,  as  we  do,  hovv' 
well  prepared  she  was  to  die,  such  a  death  may  be 
called  a  blessing.  To  the  surviving  family  it  is, 
indeed,  a  hard  trial,"  he  added,  looking  compas- 
sionately towards  the  youthful  orphans,  who  were 
endeavouring  to  stifle  their  sobs  in  the  pillows  that 
supported  their  mother's  remains. 

Melanie' s  presence  and  sympathy  proved  an  in- 
calculable consolation  to  her  sisters.  She  mourned 
with  them,  that  of  all  remedies  the  most  efficacious 
in  cases  of  bereavement,  and  authorized  by  the 
highest  example  5  but  while  Fernanda  slowly  ap- 
peared to  become  partially  resigned  to  the  loss  of 
the  being  she  had  loved  best  on  earth,  Cyrilla 
seemed  to  sink  into  a  state  of  complete  despon- 
dency. The  shock  of  her  mother's  sudden  death 
had  blunted  the  keenness  of  her  perception  of 
ZorndorfF's  perfidy,  as  the  pain  of  a  greater  wound 
causes  a  lesser  (even  if  more  dangerous)  to  be  for 
a  time  unheeded.  A  few  distracting  words  of 
explanation,  however,  attempted  by  Melanie,  had 
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acted  like  a  probe,  and  renewed  all  her  anguish. 
Then  it  became  evident  that  their  consternation 
was  only  equalled  by  their  helplessness.  Melanie 
talked  wildly  of  separations  and  divorces ;  and 
Cyrilla  tried  to  understand,  but  at  last,  complain- 
ing of  confusion  of  ideas,  she  had  given  her  Zorn- 
dorff 's  letter,  saying,  that  she  would  speak  about 
it  and  him  as  soon  as  she  was  able  to  think  calmly 
and  with  less  difficulty.  That  time  was  farther 
distant  than  she  supposed.  The  day  of  the  inter- 
ment, she  was  unable  to  leave  her  bed,  though,  to 
Fernanda's  great  uneasiness,  she  frequently  sat  up, 
and,  with  a  flushed  countenance,  talked  in  an  in- 
coherent manner ;  but  what  one  sister  imagined 
delirium  was  to  the  other  but  too  intelligible,  when 
Cyrilla  tightly  clasped  Melanie' s  hand  and  ex- 
claimed :  "  Oh  tell  me  that  I  am  not  bound  to  him 
for  life  !  Say  that  it  was  a  dream, — that  dreadful 
day  at  Spa!  " 

Melanie  bent  over  her  and  whispered :  '^  Dearest 
love,  you  are  betraying  yourself  and  me  in  a  most 
unnecessary  manner." 

"  But  she  says  I  never  was  at  Spa,"  cried  Cyrilla, 
pointing  impatiently  to  Fernanda,  who  stood  anx- 
iously watching  lier.  "  She  says  1  only  went  to 
Aix  with  you!" 

"  Most  probably,"  whispered  Melanie,  ^^  you 
have  never  to  her  spoken  of  Spa." 
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"  Do  not  answer  her,"  said  Fernanda,  in  a  low 
voice  ;  '^  it  is  quite  evident  she  does  not  know  what 
she  is  saying." 

"  You  think  me  delirious,"  cried  Cyrilla,  start- 
ing up  eagerly :  "  I  am  not ;  I  am  only  a  little — 
a  very  little  confased.  Is  he,"  she  continued,  tiim- 
ing  abruptly  to  Melanie,  'Ms  he  my  husband, — or 
— or  that  other  woman's  ?  " 

''  We  will  talk  about  that  when  you  are  more 
composed,  Cyrilla." 

''  But  you  know  we  were  married you  re- 
member the  day  in  Spa  ?  " 

''  Yes,  yes don't  talk  about  it  now." 

''  And  you  saw  the  letter  he  wrote  me  ?     It  was 

that  letter,  Melanie,  that  killed  my  mother Can 

I  be  the  wife  of  her  murderer  ?  " 

"  No,  dear,"  said  Fernanda,  soothingly ;  ''  the 
letter  has  made  you  free  again,  and  you  have  now 
only  to  forget." 

"  Only  to  forget !  "  repeated  Cyrilla  ;  ''  but  I  tell 
you,"  she  added  passionately,  ''  that  I  cannot 
forget — and  were  I  to  try,  this  ring — this  odious 

ring  would  remind  me  of  him of  Spa and 

and  the  man  with  the  long  scar  on  his  face  ! 

Look !    I  see  him  quite  distinctly  now — standing 
near  the  window  in  his  long  surplice  !  " 

''Who?  where?"  cried  Melanie,  turning  veiy 
pale. 
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"There! No! it  is  some  one  else,  now 

it  is  Edouard but  he  is  looking  at  you, 

and  not  at  me Speak  to  him,  Melanie speak 

to  him " 

"  This  is  too  dreadful !  "  cried  Melanie,  releas- 
ing her  hand.  "  Fernanda,  I  cannot  stay  with  her 
if  she  talk  in  this  way there  is  something  un- 
earthly in  the  room — I  feel  it,  though  the  sight  is 
denied  me." 

"  It  is  my  mother,"  murmured  Cyrilla,  as  she  fell 

back  on  her  pillows  ;  "  it  is  my  mother but  she 

looks  young just  like  Fernanda." 

"  This  is  fever,"  said  Fernanda,  sorrowfully. 
"  Surely,  Melanie,  you  cannot  attach  any  import- 
ance to  such  ravings  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  help  it — I  am  sure  she  has  seen  some- 
thing ;  and  that  this  house  is  haunted,  I  have  not 
the  least  doubt.  So  unceasing  and  unearthly  were 
the  noises  in  my  room  last  night,  that,  instead  of 
sleeping,  I  was  obliged  to  sit  up,  and  leave  the 
large  lamp  burning ! " 

"  The  furniture  is  new,  and  made  of  unseasoned 
wood,"  replied  Fernanda ;  "  and,  when  it  splits, 
the  unexpected  noise  in  the  silence  of  the  night  is 
disagreeable,  as  I  know  from  experience.  I  wish 
Dr  Paur  were  come !  I  sent  for  him  an  liour 
ago 


t" 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Cyrilla's  illness  was  long  and  dangerous ;  three 
weeks  of  unconsciousness  were  followed  by  as  many 
of  passive  weakness  ;  and  even  when  her  mind  be- 
gan to  regain  its  activity,  she  remained  for  hours 
silent,  abstracted,  and  apparently  unconscious  of  the 
presence  of  her  sisters,  even  when  on  the  subject  of 
religion  their  conversation  approached  the  verge  of 
argument.  Fernanda,  strong  in  her  orthodox}^, 
could  not  endure  any  attempt  to  explain  the  mys- 
teries of  Christianity ;  she  contended  that  since 
Providence  ordained  there  should  be  mysteries,  the 
endeavour  of  the  unlearned  to  solve  them  was  in- 
compatible with  true  piety  or  common  sense,  and 
the  same  efforts  on  the  part  of  the  learned  only  led 
to  confusion  of  ideas  or  unsatisfactory  hypotheses. 
Melanie,  whose  religion  strongly  partook  of  the 
visionary  bias  of  her  mind,  could  not  induce  her 
sister  to  tolerate,  even  for  a  moment,  the  mental 
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excursions  to  other  planets  in  which  she  herself  so 
frequently  indulged,  or  to  listen  with  patience  to 
her  various  dissertations  on  the  religion  of  the 
Egjrptians,  whose  doctrines  of  the  transmigration 
of  souls  and  tutelar  geniuses  had  irresistible  attrac- 
tion for  her  exuberant  fantasy. 

Their  discussions  were  frequently  interrupted  by 
Colonel  Glaneck's  visits.  He  came  regularly  every 
day ;  sometimes  saw  Melanicj  at  others  Fernanda, 
and  though  he  spoke  little,  and  remained  but  a 
short  time,  they  were  always  glad  to  see  him,  and 
gratefal  for  the  interest  he  seemed  to  take  in  Cyril- 
la's  welfare.  From  the  time  she  had  been  pronounced 
out  of  danger,  he  supplied  her  with  the  most  beau- 
tiful flowers  that  were  to  be  procured  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, each  day  imperceptibly  prolonging  his 
visit,  and  becoming  more  intimate.  Their  aunt 
they  never  saw  at  all ;  she  had  requested  him  to  ex- 
plain at  some  lengtli  her  fear  of  fever  and  uncon- 
querable dread  of  infection  in  general ;  and  he  had 
been  assured  by  Melanie,  that  such  excuses  were 
quite  unnecessary,  and  that  they  had  not  expected  to 
see  her.  One  morning  as  he  alighted  from  his  horse, 
and  extended  his  hand  to  his  groom  for  the  care- 
fully carried  bouquet,  a  stranger,  who  had  entered 
the  house  at  the  same  time,  asked  in  a  hurried  man- 
ner, if  he  could  tell  him  where  the  Countess  Fal- 
kenstein  resided  ? 

"  Here,"  answered  Colonel  Gkneck,  tui-ning  to- 
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wards  the   now  well-known  door,  which  was  no 
sooner  opened  than,  with  a  smile  of  welcome,  he 
was  admitted,   his  inquiries  circumstantially  an- 
swered, and  then  unceremoniously  allowed  to  pass 
on.     When  Justine  turned  to  the  person  who  had 
entered  with  him,  she  looked  intently  at  a  face  so 
strongly  resembling  a  miniature  which  Cyrilla  had 
shown  her,  that  she  scarcely  required  to  hear  the 
name  of  Zorndorff.    She  had  heard  of  Cyrilla's  en- 
gagement to  him ;  was  ignorant  of  the  purport  of 
his  last  letter,  for  Cyrilla  could  not,  and  Fernanda 
would  not,  speak  of  it ;  and  she  had  therefore  been 
in  daily  expectation  of  his  arrival  from  the  time  that 
he  had  ceased  to  write,  and  now  told  him  so  with  all 
the  freedom  of  an  old  and  valued  servant,  to  whom 
time  had  given  a  right  to  consider  herself  a  mem- 
ber of  the  family  of  which  she  had  so  long  formed 
a  part  concomitant.     Feeling  no  desire  to  explain, 
Zorndorff  would  probably  have  entered  the  adjoin- 
ing room,  had  he  not  for  so  many  reasons  disliked 
the  idea  of  meeting  Melanie  before  witnesses ;  he 
therefore  sat  down,  and  requesting  Justine  to  relate 
to  him  every  thing  that  had  occurred  since  Cyril- 
la's  return  home,  listened  with  an  interest  of  that 
absorbing  description  that  unconsciously  induces 
the  relater  to  be  diffuse,  and  prevented  him  from 
obtaining  half  the  information  he  desired  before 
Colonel    Glaneck    again    appeared,    and,   passing- 
through  the  ante-room,  disturbed  with  a  few  casual 
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words  and  a  half  suppressed  smile  the  incongruous 
tete-a-tete. 

Without  waiting  to  be  announced,  ZorndorfF  en- 
tered the  drawing-room,  and  found  himself  in  the 
presence  of  Melanie. 

A  stifled  exclamation  of  surprise  was  followed  by 
an  assumption  of  such  frigid  dignity  that  he  stop- 
ped for  a  moment  irresolute,  looked  round  the  room 
as  if  to  assure  himself  that  they  were  alone,  and 
then  advancing  quickly  towards  her,  said,  "  Do 
not  refuse  me  your  assistance  in  this  most  critical 
moment  of  my  life,  Melanie — I  have  erred,  but  my 
punishment  is  already  greater  tlian  even  you  can 
imagine !" 

"  Why  are  you  here  ?"  she  asked  almost  sternly. 

"  They  told  me  Cyrilla  was dying." 

"  Who  spoke  to  you  of  her  ?  " 

"  The  Lindesmars." 

"  If" — said  Melanie,  "  if  they  had  said  she 
wished  to  die,  they  would  have  been  nearer  the 
truth ;  but  all  immediate  danger  is  over  noAV,  and 
we  have  hopes  of  her  recovery." 

"  I  know  it can  I  see  her  ? 

"  You  !  Impossible — the  slightest  agitation 
might  cause  a  relapse." 

"  Then  my  only  hope  is  now,  as  ever,  in  your 
mediation." 

"  Mediation  !  oh  never  expect  it  again  ;  you  have 
used  it  to  bring  disgrace  and  sorrow  on  us  both." 


30  CYfilLLA. 

Zomdorff  threw  himself  into  a  chair,  and  leaning 
liis  arm  on  the  nearest  table  let  his  head  sink  on  it, 
while  she  continued  :  "  Had  you  been  satisfied 
with  a  simple  engagement,  my  unhappy  sister 
might  have  considered  her  case  a  common  one,  and 
the  grief  and  bitter  mortification  to  which  you 
would  have  subjected  her  might  in  time  have  been 

forgiven,  if  not  forgotten.    Young  as  she  is the 

clouded  morning  of  her  life  might  gradually  have 
been  changed  into  a  cheerful  noon  by  her  union 
with " 

"  Eupert  ? — he  being  the  sun  destined  to  dispel 
the  clouds" — cried  Zorndorff,  looking  up  fiercely. — 
^'  Listen  to  me,  Melanie ;  it  was  the  fear  or  rather 
the  certainty  of  having  him  for  a  rival  that  drove 
me  to  extremities — my  peace  of  mind — my  jealous 

love  required the   security  I   have   obtained! 

Love  such  as  mine " 

"Love!"  cried  Melanie,  interrupting  him  an- 
grily, "  and  do  you  call  such  selfishness  love  ? — 
Well  may  Cyrilla  say  that  mutual  personal  admi- 
ration was  all  that  ever  existed  between  you." 

Zorndorff  started  up. — "  Do  you  mean  me  to  un- 
derstand that  she  has  ceased  to  care  for  me?"  he 
asked  with  suppressed  vehemence. 

"  Your  letter  was  the  immediate  cause  of  her 
mother's  death..."  began  Melanie. 

"  It  would  not  have  been  had  you  an-ived  as  I 
supposed  you  would  a  day  earlier — not  even  on 
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such  an  occasion  could  you  lay  aside  your  dilatory 
habits !     It  is  inexcusable  !  " 

"  True  !"  said  Melanie,  who  felt  all  the  justness 
of  the  remark,  "  too  true ! — Throughout  this  un- 
fortunate aifair,  I  have  erred  unceasingly ;  yet, 
Heaven  knows,  I  meant  well,  and  thought,  in  pro- 
moting your  wishes,  I  was  securing  for  Cyrilla  a 
happiness  denied  to  myself.  I  hoped — but  let  us 
now,  instead  of  reproaching  each  other,  endeavour 
to  repair  the  grievous  injury  we  have  done  her." 

"  In  what  way?"  asked  ZorndorfF hastily. 

"  By  procuring  a  divorce." 

"  From  Margaret?' 

"  No,  from  Cyrilla." 

^' Never!" 

"  She  can  demand  it — insist  on  it." 

"  She  can — ^but  will  she  obtain  it  ?  ' 

''  I  am  totally  ignorant  of  all  such  matters — " 
began  Melanie. 

''  Fortunately  I  am  not,"  said  Zomdorff,  quietly ; 
^^  I  know  perfectly  well  what  I  have  done." 

^'  But,"  she  rejoined,  with  evident  irritation, 
'■'•  but  it  is  not  necessary  to  study  law  to  know  that 
a  man  may  not  have  two  wives  !  Cyrilla  has  a  right 
to  sue  for  a  divorce."     x^rJav  b9889Tqr|r.r^  iftiw  hoA^n 

^^  Most  undoubtedly.  '  It  is  true,  the  necessary 
legal  proceedings  and  investigations  will  not  be 

particularly  agreeable  to  her but  she  will  have 

the  satisffiction  of  branding  me  with  infamy,  and 
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depriving  me  of  my  liberty  for  some  of  the  best  years 
of  my  life." 

*^  How  so  ?"  cried  Melanie,  alarmed. 

'•'•  The  penalty  of  bigamy  is  imprisonment  in  a 
house  of  correction." 

"  Good  heavens,  we  never  thought  of  that 

how  could  you  venture  to  run  such  a  risk  ?" 

"  I  was  won'ied — tortured  into  it perhaps, 

also,  I  hoped  that  Cyrilla  would  be merciful... 

...but  at  all  events,"  added  Zorndoi-ff,  with  provok- 
ing calmness,  "  she  would  find  it  difficult  without 
my  assistance  to  prove  her  marriage,  and  that  is  the 
first  step  necessary  for  her  to  take.  You  forget  that 
the  important  papers  are  all  in  my  possession." 

'■''  0,  how  implicitly  we  trusted  you  !"  exclaimed 
Melanie,  bitterly. 

'^  You  need  not  regTct  it ;  they  shall  be  placed  at 
her  disposition  whenever  she  chooses  to  ask  me  for 
them  ;  but  the  application  must  be  personal." 

"  My  poor  Cyrilla,  what  trials  are  before  you  !" 
cried  Melanie,  vainly  endeavom'ing  to  repress  her 
tears,  "  and  for  me  too  ;  for  now,  indeed,  I  see  that 
there  is  no  alternative,  and  I  must  apply  to  Wil- 
helm  for  advice." 

"  Apply  to  my  uncle  !  Beware  of  that,  if  you  do 
not  for  yourself  desire  the  next  thing  to  a  divorce. 
Your  confession  that  you  have  been  accessory  to  a 
marriage  which,  if  knoAvn,  must  now  bring  disgrace 
on  us  all — will  destroy  the  remains  of  your  domestic 
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peace  J  and  make  a  separation  from  him  inevit- 
able." 

"  And  this  I  must  hear  from  you  ;  and  said  so 
calmly so  coldly  !" 

"It  is  your  own  fault, Melanie ;  why  do  you  so  un- 
generously threaten,  instead  of,  as  I  expected, 
making  common  cause  with  me  ?  I  know  that  my 
fate  is  in  yom'  hands  ;  but  I  know  also  that  yours 
is  so  entangled  in  it,  that  if  I  may  not  hope,  I  shall 
at  least  have  little  to  fear  from  you." 

Melanie  was  so  evidently  intimidated,  that  he 
added,  almost  authoritatively :  "  Your  influence 
with  Cyrilla  is  unbounded ;  endeavour  to  appease 
her  just  resentment;  induce  her  to  preserve  our 
secret  for  a  year  or  two,  and  all  will  end  well ;  and, 
without  any  painful  explanations  or  scandalous  in- 
vestigations, we  can  spend  the  rest  of  om-  lives  to- 
gether, surrounded  by  all  the  comforts  and  luxuries 
which  none  but  fools  pretend  to  despise." 

"  But but  this  Margaret "  said  Melanie, 

hesitating. 

"  In  a  few  months  her  miserable  existence  will 
probably  terminate — unhealthy  from  her  birth,  and 
the  last  three  years  more  belonging  to  another  world 
than  this,  there  is  not  the  slightest  chance  of  her 
recovery." 

"This  may  be  true,"  said  Melanie;  "but  the 
idea  of  waiting  for,  and  rejoicing  in,  the  deatli  of 

c  2 
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any  human  being,  is  so  repugnant  to  all  one's  bet- 
ter feelings,  that " 

"  That  you  would  rather  not  have  it  placed  as 
fact  before  you  in  common  words,"  said  Zomdoi-fF, 
scoffingly. 

Eoused  to  anger,  Melanie  stood  up,  and  though 
her  voice  faltered,  her  brows  contracted  over  her 
dark  eyes,  as  she  answered  :  ''  Your  words  shall  be 
repeated  to  Cyrilla  as  soon  as  she  is  well  enough'  to 
bear  them  ;  but  I  can  no  longer  conceal  from  you 
that  you  have  forfeited  her  esteem,  and  with  it  her 
affection.  Whether  or  not  the  millions  which  you 
will  inherit  from  this  other  unfortunate  woman  will 
enable  you  to  regain  her  heart,  I  leave  you  to  judge ; 
you  know  best  if  it  be  purchasable." 

"  Stay,"  cried  Zorndorff,  as  she  was  about  to 
leave  him  ;  '^  stay,  and  recall  those  words I  can- 
not believe  them  ;  if  there  be  truth  in  woman,  Cy- 
rilla loves  me !" 

"  She  did." 

"  She    does  and  women    can    forgive    so 

much  !  " 

^'  Some,  but  not  all,"  said  Melanie,  endeavoui'ing 
to  speak  calmly.  "  The  Adlerkrons  are  proud,  and 
a  greater  insult,  a  more  unpardonable  wrong,  has 
seldom  been  offered  to  any  woman." 

^'  But  time time  will  enable  me  to  repair  it 

I  knew  that  when  I  yielded  to  temptation 
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I  mean  to  say  the  commands  of  my  father,  and  a 

no  matter  what procure  me  time,  dear  Me- 

lanie,  and  my  future  life  shall  be  a  series  of  amends 
for  this  one  great  offence. .  Should  Cyrilla,  how- 
ever, be  inexorable,  as  you  seem  to  think,"  he 
added,  moodily,  ''  you  may  tell  her  that  she  has  no 
opposition  to  fear  from  me.     I  shall  have  but  one 

subject  of  regret that  the  walls  of  a  prison  will 

so  long  separate  her  from  her  convict  husband  ! " 

^'  Edouard,  Edouard,  this  is  too  dreadful ;  how 
can  you  speak  so?" 

'^  It  does  not  sound  well,  I  confess,  and  the  affair 
will  be  talked  of  as  a  proof  of  the  depravity  of  the 

upper   classes.     There   is but  one  way of 

making  Cyrilla  free,  and perhaps  I  ought  to 

tell  it  to  you an  expedient  in  every  way  befitting 

our  rank,  and  which  might  be  managed  without  the 
unpleasant  facts  ever  becoming  public." 

'^  Oh  name  it,  name  it,  Edouard ;  why  did  you 
not  speak  of  it  sooner  ?" 

"  You  have  only  to  consult  Rupert,  and  your 
difficulties  are  at  an  end." 
"What  can  he  do?" 

"  Persuade  a  friend  to  load  one  of  those  pistols 
that  Cyrilla  used  to  admire  so  much  at  Freilands  ; 
an  ounce  of  lead  from  so  unerring  a  hand  would 
relieve  you  both  from  all  further  embarrassments." 
"  Edouard,  if  you  had  ever  in  the  least  cared  for 
me,  or  even  believed  in  my  regard  for  you,  you 
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could  not  torture  me  in  this  manner.     Go and 

if  it  be  any  consolation  to  you,  believe  tliat  you  have 
made  two  others  in  this  world  as  wTctched  as  you 

desei*ve  to  be  yourself.     Go,  and  never  speak 

to  me  again." 

^'  Not  so,  Melanie  ;  not  so,  my  dearest  aunt," 
cried  Zorndorff,  beseechingly.  "We  have  been, 
and  must  continue,  allies.  The  satisfactory  termi- 
nation of  this  unhappy  affair  is  now  nearly  of  as 
much  consequence  to  you  as  to  me.  As  I  said  before, 
my  uncle  would  never  pardon  the  part  you  have 
acted  in  it,  so  there  is  nothing  left  for  you  but  to 
overcome  your  repugnance,  and  listen  to  reason." 

]\Ielanie  sat  down  again,  and  listened  with  averted 
head,  while  he  continued:  "My  engagement  to 
Cyrilla,  had  we  entered  into  one,  would  have  lasted 
two  or  three  years  at  least.  Now,  the  Sommerfeld's 
physician  told  me  that  Margaret  could  not  possibly 
live  longer  than  that  time,  though  both  she  and  her 
father  were  fully  convinced  that  I  could  effect  her 
restoration  to  health,  as  I  possessed  the  power  of 
putting  her,  in  a  few  minutes,  into  a  state  of  mes- 
meric sleep-waking." 

"  A  somnambulist !"  cried  Melanie,  turning  to- 
wards him  with  a  look  of  astonishment. 

"  A  nervous,  capricious  woman,"  said  Zomdorfi', 


tions  and  her  sufferings." 

^^  I  dare  say  she  does  suffer,"  said  ^lelanie,  com- 
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passionately ;  "  almost  all  somnambulists  do,  more 

or  less but,  oli  Edouard,  they  sometimes  live 

long,  very  long the  somnambulist  of  Prevorst, 

you  know " 

^' I  know I  know,"  he  cried,  impatiently; 

"  but  Margaret's  case  is  quite  different,  though  she 
imagines  there  is  great  similarity.  I  endeavour  to 
submit  with  patience  to  all  the  fancies  of  a  person 
on  whom  death  has  already  laid  his  hand ;  but  I 
have  declined  the  office  of  mesmerizer,  and  have  re- 
signed her  to  the  care  of  a  young  man  in  Exfort, 
who  has  written  a  book  on  Magnetic  Phenomena, 
though  I  do  not  think  he  knows  much  about  the 
matter.  However,  he  talks  to  her  of  neurology  and 
neurotics,  listens  attentively  to  her  dreams,  allows 
her  to  prescribe  for  herself,  and  so  amuses  her,  and 
partially  emancipates  me.  There  is  also  a  homoe- 
opath at  Exfort." 

"  But  surely  she  does  not  try  two  modes  of 
treatment  at  the  same  time?" 

'"'■  I  believe  she  would  try  twenty  if  she  could  : 
she  has  no  other  thought,  no  other  occupation,  than 
the  recovery  of  her  health." 

"  I  am  surprised  she  did  not  wish  to  remain  in 
Berlin  in  order  to  have  better  advice." 

"  She  may  have  wished  it ;  but,  as  I  have  not 
the  least  idea  of  giving  up  my  profession,  my  retm'n 
to  Exfort  was  inevitable." 

^^  I  am  sorry  to  hear  it,"  said  Melanie,  ^'  as  it 
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will  compel  me  to  give  up  my  plan  of  taking  Cjrilla 
back  with  me." 

"  Why  so  ?  I  shall  carefully  avoid  embarrass- 
ing her,  and  we  are  not  likely  to  meet  often." 

''Poor  thing!"  said  Melanie,  in  a  low  voice, 
''  she  will  feel  her  mother's  loss  and  your  cruel  de- 
sertion doubly  if  obliged  to  remain  here  with  her 
cold-hearted,  miserly,  selfish  aunt !" 

''  Then  why  not  persuade  her  to  return  to  Ex- 
fort?  I  will  promise  never  to  enter  your  house — 
never  to  speak  to  her." 

"  But  what  chance  would  there  be  of  her  regain- 
ing her  health  and  peace  of  mind  under  such  cir- 
cumstances?" said  Melanie  sorrowfally.  ''  Living 
at  Exfort,  and  associating  with  the  same  people, 
how  could  you  avoid  meeting — how  avoid  speaking 
without  giving  subject  to  unpleasant  remarks? 
and  then  what  danger  for  Cyrilla,  who  naturally 
still  thinks  she  has  a  better  right  to  your  affection 
than  your  acknowledged  wife  !" 

"  I  thought  you  said  that  I  had  forfeited  her  re- 
gard," said  Zorndorff,  vainly  endeavouring  to  sup- 
press a  smile  of  exultation. 

"  She  has  said  so — repeatedly — but  can  one  be- 
lieve her?" 

"  I  can  notj^  answered  Zorndorff;  ''and  it  was 
this  certainty  which  gave  me  courage  to  accept  the 
gifts  that  fortune  seemed  so  determined  to  force 
on  me  with  Margaret  Sommerfeld, — gifts  which 
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will  yet  be  shared  with  Cjrilla Dearest  Me- 

lanie,  endeavour  to  make  her  view  our  marriage  in 
the  light  of  a  solemn  engagement ;  induce  her  to 
forgive  this  one  most  criminal  dereliction  on  my 
part,  and  all  will  end  well  for  her,  for  you,  and  for 
me." 

"  I  am  afraid  that  it  is  the  only  course  left  for 
us,"  said  Melanie,  with  a  deep  sigh.  "  Cyrilla 
must  be  a  victim  to  my  fears  and  your  avarice,  and 
I  must  try  to  make  her  resigned  to  her  fate." 

Zorndorff  felt  that  this  was  all  he  could  demand 
or  expect,  and  slowly  and  reluctantly  took  leave. 
"  I  wish  you  would  write  to  me,"  he  said  earnestly. 
"  You  can  easily  imagine  what  a  relief  to  my  mind  a 
few  lines  from  you  would  be,  after  you  have  spoken 
to  Cyrilla.  Just  now  I  am  supposed  to  be  in 
Silesia,  inspecting  some  property ;  but  in  less  than 
a  week  I  shall  return  to  Exfort,  so  you  may  direct 
there."  At  the  door  he  stopped,  looked  round,  and 
said :  '^  Cyrilla's  recovery  will  be  slow  in  this 
gloomy  abode.  Stay  with  her,  Melanie,  as  long  as 
you  can,  and  speak  of  me  incessantly  until  you 
have  obtained  my  pardon." 

Long  and  deeply  Melanie  pondered  over  all  she 
had  heard,  slowly  and  carefully  she  communi- 
cated it  to  her  sister.  Cyrilla  listened  with  a  pa- 
tient resignation,  partly  caused  by  the  remaining 
weakness  of  illness,  still  more  by  the  great  cliange 
which  her  feelings  had  undergone.     She  compre- 
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hended  perfectly  Melanie's  fears  of  her  husband's 
anger,  and  shared  them ;  she  perceived  that  in  de- 
stroyingher  sister's  domestic  peace  she  was  not  likely 
to  promote  her  own  ;  and,  although  all  Zorndorff's 
calculating  selfishness  had  become  evident  to  her, 
she  shuddered  equally  at  the  idea  of  his  being  con- 
demned to  a  disgraceful  punishment,  and  at  the 
misery  which  the  acknowledgment  of  her  rights 
would  bring  on  a  woman  who  had  been  still  more 
basely  deceived  by  him.  As  she  lay  for  hours  too 
weak  to  move  or  speak,  all  these  circumstances 
were  justly  weighed  and  considered ;  and  when  Me- 
lanie,  with  agitated  eloquence,  dwelt  on  the  annoy- 
ances to  which  the  legal  formalities  necessary  to 
procure  a  divorce  would  subject  her,  Cyrilla  ceased 

to  hesitate,  and  promised  patience  and silence. 

She  stopped  her  sister's  thanks  by  observing  that, 
though  her  affliction  was  great,  she  had  deserved  it, 
for  having  joined  in  a  system  of  duplicity  towards 
the  President,  consented  to  a  marriage  which  she 
knew  would  be  displeasing  to  Zorndoi-ff's  family, 
and  being,  though  through  the  medimn  of  another, 
the  immediate  cause  of  her  mother's  death.  There 
was  but  one  condition  on  which  she  insisted,  and 
that  was  a  written  promise  from  Zorndorff  tliat  he 
would  not  only,  as  he  had  said  to  Melanie,  view  their 
marriage  henceforward  in  the  light  of  an  engage- 
ment, but  as  one  that  had  been  broken  off  by  him, 
and  consequently,  even  if  eventually  at  liberty,  he 
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would  consider  that  he  had  forfeited  all  right  to 
claim  her  as  his  wife,  or  even  in  any  way  to  dictate 
to  her  or  control  her  actions. 

Melanie  wrote,  and  the  returning  post  brought 
the  desired  promise,  without  a  word  more  or  less 
than  was  necessary,  and  Cyrilla  wept  over  it  for 
hours  as  if  her  heart  were  breaking.  This  appa- 
rent inconsistency  surprised  Melanie,  and  she  in- 
judiciously confided  her  observations  on  the  subject 
to  Zorndorff,  intending  by  that  means  to  make  him 
more  sensible  of  the  atrocity  of  his  conduct,  but 
unconsciously  encouraging  him  in  all  his  hopes  and 
plans  for  the  future. 

At  length  Cyrilla  was  pronounced  convalescent, 
and  arrangements  for  her  and  her  sister's  removal 
to  their  aunt's  commenced.  Greatly  they  wished 
to  remain  where  they  were  with  Justine,  but  even 
Melanie  seemed  to  think  them  too  young  for  so  in- 
dependent a  life.  She  stipulated,  however,  before 
she  returned  to  Exfort,  that  Justine  was  to  be  left 
in  quiet  possession  of  the  apartments,  and  that  they 
were  to  be  at  liberty  to  spend  as  much  time  in  them 
every  day  as  they  pleased. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

The  Baroness  Adlerkron  laid  aside  her  mourning 
at  the  end  of  a  few  weeks,  observing  in  a  playful 
manner  to  Colonel  Glaneck,  "  That  it  was  unpar- 
donable people  dying  at  a  time  of  year  when  their 
relations  wished  to  enjoy  a  little  gaiety ;  that  for 
her  part  she  despised  all  outward  form  of  woe,  and 
so  particularly  disliked  black,  which  she  knew  was 
unbecoming  to  her,  that  she  never  wore  it  a  day 
longer  than  was  absolutely  necessary."  These 
words  served  as  an  excuse  for  a  continuation  of  the 
insipid  round  of  dissipation  that  she  denominated 
pleasure,  and  for  leaving  her  nieces  to  pass  their 
time  in  that  quiet  monotony  which  allows  grief  to 
exhaust  itself.  Fernanda  regained  by  degrees 
her  habitual  cheerfulness,  and  attempted  a  renewal 
of  her  former  occupations,  but  she  soon  discovered 
that  her  time  was  no  longer  at  her  own  disposal. 
If  she  wished  to  read,  her  aunt  required  her  to  try 
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duets  on  the  pianoforte  ;  if  she  drew,  her  neatly- 
tinished  drawing  was  instantly  taken  possession  of 
for  an  album  which  Colonel  Glaneck  had  given  the 
Baroness  as  a  specimen  of  Vienna  workmanship  ; 
and  no  sooner  did  it  become  evident  that  she  was  a 
tolerably  expert  tapestry-worker,  than  she  was  con- 
demned to  stitch  all  the  garlands  and  bouquets  neces- 
sary to  furnish  a  whole  room  !  Women  who  have 
many  female  friends  can  sometimes  manage  to  cover 
their  chairs  and  sofas  in  a  surprisingly  short  time 
by  contribution ;  and  the  Baroness,  all  unconscious 
of  her  friendless  position,  made  various  efforts  to 
procure  assistance  for  her  niece,  but  in  vain. 
Colonel  Bockenheim's  daughter  alone,  after  having 
received  a  few  hints,  and  some  nods  and  expressive 
looks  from  him,  undertook  a  sofa  cushion,  on  which 
there  was  to  be  a  shepherdess,  apparently  rather 
marked  with  the  small-pox,  suiTOunded  by  lambs 
with  high  noses  and  square  eyes,  the  Baroness  her- 
self having  declared  her  intention  of  working  the 
shepherd,  with  pink  shorts,  flageolet,  and  dog,  to 
match. 

Whatever  natural  impatience  Fernanda  may 
have  felt  at  the  succession  of  petty  trials  of  temper 
to  wliich  she  was  subjected,  or  at  the  tiresome  task 
imposed  on  her  skilful  fingers,  was  increased  by 
Justine,  whose  indignation  knew  no  bounds  at 
seeing  her  young  lady  turned,  as  she  expressed  it, 
into  a  common   workwoman:    she   had  even  the 
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courage  to  remonstrate  with  the  Baroness,  and  also 
to  suggest  that  the  extreme  coldness  of  her  rooms 
might  disagree  with  Cyrilla,  who  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  a  warmer  climate  for  so  many  years;  but 
for  this  injudicious  interference,  her  fiitm'e  visits 
were  declined  in  a  manner  not  particularly  flatter- 
ing; and  Cyrilla,  deprived  of  the  care  to  which 
she  had  been  accustomed  from  infancy  at  a  time 
when  she  most  required  it,  depressed  by  the  frigid 
formality  of  her  aunt's  house  and  habits,  and 
shocked  by  her  sister's  silent  unceasing  diligence, 
began  to  pine  away,  and  gTcw  so  thin  and  pale, 
that  at  length  change  of  air  and  scene  was  peremp- 
torily ordered  by  Dr  Pam*. 

It  w^as  too  early  in  the  season  for  the  Baroness 
to  be  expected  to  go  to  the  country,  but  she  allowed 
Cyrilla  to  remove  with  Justine  to  her  villa  near 
Hellbrunu,  and  there,  cheered  by  the  beauty  of  the 
sceneiy,  and  relieved  from  all  restraint,  she  gradu- 
ally began  to  regain  health  and  strength,  though 
still  greatly  depressed  in  spirits;  but  while  she 
clung  to  Justine,  and  seemed  more  conscious  of  and 
grateful  for  her  kind  attention  than  she  had  ever 
been  before,  her  humble  friend  would  much  rather 
have  seen  a  retm-n  of  her  childish  petulance  and 
most  charming  disobedience — she  longed  to  hear 
again  her  merry  laugh,  and  the  joyous  snatches  of 
patois  Italian  songs,  that  had  enlivened  even  the 
dull  ground-floor  of  the  ancient  house  in  Salzburg. 
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But  Cyrilla  neitlier  laughed  nor  sang:  she  would 
sit  for  hours  silently  gazing  at  the  clouds  passing 
over  the  mountains,  or  languidly  watching  the 
increase  of  vegetation  that  made  the  winter  green 
of  the  pine  and  fir  trees  look  dim  and  dark,  as  the 
suiTOunding  chestnuts  burst  forth  in  succulent 
masses,  or  the  light  maple  and  graceful  beech 
waved  their  delicate  foliage  in  their  vicinity. 

Justine  was  a  shrewd,  sensible  woman,  fond  to 
excess  of  power,  and  whose  love  of  governing  had 
for  the  last  twenty  years  been  exercised  in  the 
minuti^  of  every-day  life  in  the  Adlerkron  family. 
Something  very  nearly  resembling  friendship  had 
latterly  subsisted  between  her  and  the  Baroness 
Carl,  and  her  affection  for  Cyi'illa  and  Fernanda 
was  little  inferior  to  that  of  a  mother.  She  submit- 
ted patiently  as  a  parent  would  have  done,  to  see- 
ing her  little  gifts  of  fruit,  flowers,  bon  bons,  and 
birds,  treated  with  neglect,  but  Cyrilla's  silence 
about  Zorndorif  mortified  her  beyond  measure. 
She  knew  that  he  had  ceased  to  write,  that  his 
name,  or  any  reference  to  him,  caused  annoyance, 
if  not  actual  pain;  and  at  length  one  day,  when 
Cyrilla  had  wept  until  she  had  given  herself  a 
headache,  and  worried  herself  into  a  fit  of  unusual 
depression,  Justine  took  advantage  of  the  open 
writing-desk  and  well-known  packet  of  letters,  to 
demand  the  explanation  she  liad  vainly  hoped 
would  have  been  offered  her.     It  was  given  in  very 
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few  words,  and  caused  boundless  consternation  and 
anger,  althougli  allowed  to  suppose  that  a  broken 
engagement  was  the  "  head  and  front "  of  Zom- 
dorff's  "  offending."  The  idea  of  Cyrilla's  having 
been  deserted  in  such  a  manner  appeared  to  Jus- 
tine so  monstrous,  that  she  could  think  and  talk  of 
nothing  else  for  several  days;  and  as  no  feeling  of 
personal  regard  hampered  her  judgment,  it  was  of 
implacable  severity. 

The  unreserved  animadversions,  which  Cyrilla 
knew  were  but  too  well  merited,  produced  a  return 
of  the  abhorrence  that  she  had  at  first  experienced, 
and,  while  under  its  influence,  she  sent  Zomdorff 's 
picture  and  letters  to  Melanie,  begged  her  sister  to 
obtain  hers  in  return,  and  then  never  to  name 
him  to  her  again,  as  she  neither  wished  to  be  re- 
minded of  the  cruel  bondage  to  which  circumstances 
compelled  her  to  submit,  nor  of  the  author  of  it. 
Justine,  observing  the  imtation  produced  by  her 
frequent  discussions  of  the  disagi-eeable  topic,  ceased 
all  reference  to  it,  and  Cyrilla  slowly  regained  her 
equanimity;  time  and  her  constitutional  buoyancy 
of  temperament  at  length  prevailed,  and  resigna- 
tion took  the  form  of  a  quiet  indifference  of  manner 
that  never  even  verged  towards  the  light-hearted 
gaiety  for  which  she  had  formerly  been  so  re- 
markable. 

Her  aunt  and  sister  joined  her,  and  the  usual 
summer  amusements  began ;  that  is,  eveiy  fine  day 


CYRILLA.  47 

was  devoted  to  excursions  in  the  neighbourhood, 
and  spent  altogether  in  the  open  air.  This  mode 
of  life  so  peculiar  to  southern  climates,  this  reading, 
talking,  eating,  and  drinking  in  public,  so  repug- 
nant to  English  habits,  was  twenty  years  ago  even 
more  universal  than  now,  and  was  common  to  the 
highest  as  well  as  the  lowest  classes.  A  cloudless  sky 
seldom,  a  cloudless  Sunday  sky  never,  failed  to  fill 
all  the  beautifully  situated  gardens  in  the  neigh- 
bom'hood  of  Salzburg.  While  the  unsociable  inha- 
bitants of  Britain  seek  the  most  secluded  spots  for 
their  pic-nics,  or,  preceded  by  their  servants, 
occupy  the  half-aired  dining-room  of  some  uninha- 
bited castle,  house,  or  cottage,  as  the  case  may  be, 
the  Germans,  more  gregarious,  assemble  round 
tables  in  the  gardens  of  the  never-failing  inns,  move 
about  from  one  friendly  group  to  the  other,  renew 
or  increase  their  acquaintances,  and  have  all  the 
pleasure  of  society  on  the  easiest  terms  imaginable. 
It  is  much  to  be  regretted  that  the  upper  classes 
are  beginning  to  disdain  these  simple  enjoyments, 
the  more  so  as  their  example  may  influence  those 
who  are  not  likely  to  find  anything  to  replace  them. 
The  gnawing  sickly  kind  of  ambition  that  causes 
an  insatiable  desire  to  associate  with  and  imitate 
those  placed  by  birth  and  fortune  in  a  higher 
sphere,  has  long  been  felt  by  the  class  termed 
bureaucratists,  and  has  in  no  way  tended  to  increase 
their  happiness ;  but  the  love  of  pleasui'c  still  most 
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frequently  preponderates,  and,  half  ashamed  of 
their  condescension,  half  disposed  to  be  happy, 
they  may  still  be  seen  occupying  tables  and  benches 
somewhat  apart  from  the  joyous,  noisy,  and  ever 
hungry  citizens. 

With  the  exception  of  a  few  families  who  now-a- 
days  merely  walk  through  the  gardens,  casting 
supercilious  glances  around  them,  the  bureaucratists 
and  burghers  seem  to  be  much  the  same  as  they 
were  a  score  of  years  ago.  The  rising  generation 
are  perhaps  rather  more  open  in  the  expression  of 
annoyance  at  the  voluminous  white  cravat  and 
brown  coat  of  grandpapa,  or  the  old-fashioned 
bonnet  and  monstrous  reticule  of  grandmamma, 
while  even  papa's  own  wig,  and  mamma's  portly 
dimensions,  form  not  unfrequently  a  subject  of 
open  ridicule.  But  though  the  sons,  when  arrived 
at  the  age  of  cigars,  emancipate  themselves,  and 
wander  about  bestowing  casual  bows  and  words  on 
their  acquaintances,  the  daughters  still  follow  their 
mothers,  or,  sitting  demurely  beside  them,  with  an 
affectation  of  industry  more  amusing  than  oiffensive, 
produce  pieces  of  portable  crochet  work,  exciting 
astonishment,  and  greatly  promoting  conversation, 
by  showing  the  marvellous  variety  of  things  which 
they  contrive  to  make  in  this  manner — as,  for 
instance,  various  imitations  of  lace,  then  cuffs, 
collars,  and  children's  caps,  formless  jackets,  and 
square  or  octagonal  morsels  of  a  coarser  pattern. 
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that,  when  sewn  together,  produce  a  quilt  of  a 
heavy  clinging  description,  which  nothing  would 
tempt  any  one  to  endure,  but  the  conviction  that  a 
host  of  kind  intentions  had  propelled  the  dear  hands 
that  worked  it  for  them.  At  all  events,  this  crochet 
work  is  infinitely  preferable  to  its  predecessor,  the 
long  stocking  of  twenty  years  ago ;  this  most 
necessary  article  of  clothing  now  seldom  makes  its 
appearance  as  ornamental  work,  excepting  in  the 
most  diminutive  forms,  and  generally  for  infant- 
school  Christmas  presents. 

The  gay  groups  of  people  who  every  Sunday 
and  holiday  passed  the  Baroness's  villa  on  their 
way  to  Hellbrunn  presented  a  picture  of  life  in  its 
gayest  aspect:  fathers,  mothers,  sons,  and  daugh- 
ters, all  in  their  best  attire;  neighbours'  families, 
united  for  the  afternoon,  walking  in  an  ever-chang- 
ing procession;  carriages  of  all  descriptions,  from 
the  large  family  barouche  stuffed  with  children,  to 
the  Styrian  wdgerl^  with  its  handsome  saucy  pea- 
sant proprietor,  who  has  a  word  and  a  wink  for 
each  passer  by;  light  fantastic  vehicles  of  every 
kind  filled  with  lolling  smoking  officers;  eques- 
trians on  horses  becoming  interestingly  restive  at 
the  sight  of  a  flowing  robe  of  white  or  blue,  and 
performing  the  most  perfect  caprioles  when  within 
a  few  yards  of  any  or  every  bonnet  with  ]:)endent 
plumes. 

One  fine  fete  day  towards  the  middle  of  sum- 
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mer,  just  as  tlie  Adlerkrons  were  about  to  join  this 
motle J  crowd,  a  travelling  carriage,  which,  in  spite  of 
the  incessant  cracking  of  the  postilions'  whips,  had 
latterly  made  its  way  but  slowly,  turned  suddenly 
into  the  short  approach  leading  to  their  house. 

"  Who  can  this  be?"  cried  the  Baroness,  in  no 
pleased  tone  of  voice ;  "  post  horses  and  postilions 
in  blue  and  white  !  I  hate  the  sight  of  the 
Bavarian  liveries,  as  they  always  bring  me  visiters 
for  the  whole  day.     This  is  of  course  some  one 

who  will  stay  to  dinner,  and " 

"  It  is  Rupert !"  cried  Cyrilla,  almost  joyously, 
as  she  endeavoured  to  pass  her  aunt. 

^'  Stop,"  said  the  Baroness,  ''  something  very 
important  must  have  occurred,  or  he  would  not 
have  come  in  this  unexpected  manner.  Let  me 
speak  to  him — alone."  She  walked  hastily  into 
the  adjoining  room,  and  met  her  nephew  at  the 
glass  door. 

"  How  d'  you  do  ?  Where  are  my  cousins  ? 
Where  is  Cyrilla?"  asked  Rupert,  quickly. 

"  I  thought,  perhaps,  you  would  wish  to  speak 
to  me  before  you  saw  them.  I  am  prepared  for 
your  intelligence — tell  me  the  name  at  once.  I 
know  nothing  else  would  have  induced  you  to  come 
here." 

"  Name  !  what  name  ?"  asked  Rupert. 

"The  name  of  your  intended  wife." 

"  Pshaw  ! "  cried  Rupert,  with  a  gesture  of  im- 
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patience.  ^^  Let  me  see  my  cousinSj  and  don't 
name  the  word  wife^  if  you  do  not  wish  me  to  order 
fresh  horses  and  see  me  go  off  to  spend  my  leave 
of  absence  elsewhere." 

^'  And  are  you  really  come  of  your  own  accord 
to  stay  with  me?" 

"  Yes  ;  and  to  quarrel  with  you  if  necessary. 
How  is  Cyrilla?  is  she  quite  strong  again?" 

"  Why,  yes — but  she  has  grown  too  quiet,  in 
fact  rather   dull  of  late — she  seems  to  suffer  so 

much  from  her  hopeless  attachment  that " 

"  Ha — indeed" — said  Rupert,  with  an  expres- 
sion of  anxiety  that  induced  his  aunt  to  continue 
in  the  same  strain. 

"  I  never  saw  any  one  so  changed  in  so  short 
a  time.  She  has  grown  indifferent  to  everybody 
and  everything  in  the  world,  and  says  if  there 
were  Protestant  nunneries  she  would,  without  hesi- 
tation, enter  one,  take  the  veil,  and  devote  herself 
to  religious  duties  for  the  rest  of  her  life." 
^^  Poor  dear,"  said  Rupert,  compassionately. 
"  I  am  glad  to  perceive  you  are  not  so  in- 
sensible as  I  expected,"  said  his  aunt,  with  evident 
satisfaction.  ^^  Perhaps,  after  all,  you  may  relent 
— and  marry  her." 

"  Who?  I?  You  seem  to  be  labouring  under  some 
strange  mistake,"  began  Rupert;  then  he  paused, 
thought  for  a  moment,  and  added  :  "It  appears  to 
me  that  the  loss  of  her  moth^.'r  and  a  long  and 
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dangerous   illness  account  very  naturally  for  the 
change  you  describe." 

''  For  a  change,  but  not  such  a  change,"  rejoined 
his  aunt. 

Rupert  began  to  pluck  the  flowers  in  his  vicinity 
with  a  diligence  that  greatly  displeased  her. 

"  Instead  of  tearing  my  flowers  to  pieces,  Rupert, 
you  had  better  go  to  your  cousins ;  they  are  in  the 
next  room,  and,"  she  added,  opening  the  door, 
^'  I  can  answer  for  Cyrilla's  being  glad  to  see 
you!" 

"  O,  so  glad,"  cried  Cyrilla,  advancing  eagerly. 

His  aunt  could  detect  no  diflerence  in  his  man- 
ner of  meeting  his  cousins ;  it  was  so  cordial,  so 
affectionate  to  both,  as  Fernanda  thanked  him 
warmly  for  a  letter  which  he  had  ^\Titten  to  them 
after  their  mother's  death.  The  Baroness  inter- 
posed. 

"  What  letter  ?  I  never  heard  of  any  letter." 

^'  We  were  not  with  you  when  it  reached  us," 
said  Fernanda,  quietly. 

"  Rather  a  fortunate  circumstance,"  cned  Rupert, 
^'  that  is,  if  you  must  show  my  aunt  all  your  letters." 

"  You  could  scarcely  object  to  her  sho^\4ng  me 
yours?"  said  the  Baroness. 

'^  Not  I !  "  replied  Rupert,  laughing  ;  ^'  it  would 
only  add  another  to  our  subjects  of  dispute.  I 
consider  that  my  cousins  now  belong  as  much  to 
me  as  to  you  ;  so  I  told  them  when  they  got  tired 
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of  living  witli  you  they  might  come  to  me — that's 
all!" 

"  You  did !  did  you?"  she  exclaimed,  with  an 
appearance  of  anger  that  surprised  her  nieces  con- 
siderably, as  she  had  already  not  unfrequently 
given  them  to  understand  that  having  them  to  re- 
side with  her  was  a  duty  imposed  on  her  by  their 
near  relationship,  and  the  necessity  of  keeping  up 
appearances.  ^'  I  suppose,  then,"  she  added  with 
a  slight  sneer,  ''  I  suppose  you  intend  them  to  fol- 
low you  about  to  your  different  garrisons  ?  What 
an  acquisition  to  the  regiment,  especially  when  in 
country  quarters  !  " 

''  Too  much  honour  for  me — or  my  regiment," 
answered  Rupert,  amused  at  her  irritation  ;  "  fortu- 
nately, however,  I  can  give  them  the  choice  of 
several  residences,  and  as  I  have  just  acquired  a 
house  in  Berlin,  perhaps  they  may  prefer  it  to  any 
other." 

"  Rupert — I — I  take  it  for  granted — I  am  sure 
you  are  not  aware  that  you  are  acting  in  direct 
opposition  to  your  uncle's  will." 

''How  so?" 

''  He  recommended  your  cousins  to — to  my  pro- 
tection," replied  the  Baroness,  turning  to  a  servant 
who  just  then  entered  the  room. 

"  Your  protection  !  and  nothing  else  ?  " 

She  did  not  hear  him,  and  added  testily  a 
moment  afterwards  :  ''  Why,  Eupcrt,  they  tell  me 
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you  want  stabling  for  eight  horses  !  Do  you  think 
tliat  this  house  is  a  Windhorst  or  Freilands  ?  Did 
you  forget  that  I  had  horses  here  too  ?" 

^'  Tell  them  to  find  out  some  place  for  mine  in 
the  neighbourhood,"  said  Eupert,  carelessly. 

^'  And  four  grooms,"  continued  his  aunt,  "  and  a 
britchzka  and  phaeton — what  can  we  do  with  all 
these  in  a  small  place  of  this  kind?" 

'^  I'm  sure  I  don't  know — but  we  had  better 
leave  all  that  to  Ehrhardt,"  said  Rupert,  turning 
again  to  Cyrilla,  who  could  not  help  smiling  at 
her  aunt's  dismay;  while  Fernanda,  half  alarmed, 
stood  forward  and  seemed  disposed  to  undertake 
the  part  of  mediatrix. 

During  the  discussion  which  ensued,  the  author 
of  the  commotion  leaned  quietly  against  the  side  of 
an  open  window,  and  in  a  low  voice  addressed  his 
cousin :  "  At  Freilands,  Cyrilla,  I  said  that  we 
should  not  meet  again  for  years  unless  something 
quite  unforeseen  should  occur,  but  this  having  been 
the  case  I " 

''  O,  Rupert,"  she  cried,  inteiTupting  him  hastily; 
'^  do  not  speak  of  anything  that  occurred  at  Frei- 
lands." 

^^  I  have  no  intention — I  referred  to  your  mother's 
death,  and  your,  I  fear,  uncomfortable  position  here, 
and  have  come  expressly  to  consult  you  and  Fer- 
nanda about  your  plans  for  the  future." 

"Thank  you,  Rupert,"  said  Cyrilla,  hurriedly; 
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"you  are  very  kind.  Our  prospects  are  not 
brilliant^  it  is  true,  nor  are  we  as — happy  as  we 
used  to  be ;  but,  after  all,  we  have  no  right  to 
complain ;  and,  to  be  candid  with  you,  both  Fer- 
nanda and  I  agree  in  thinking  that  we  cannot, 
under  any  circumstances,  go  to  you  until — until — 
you  are  married." 

Rupert  turned  to  his  aunt,  and  begged  her 
to  give  herself  no  farther  trouble  ;  it  was  very 
probable  he  would  remain  but  a  few  days  with  her. 

'^  But  everything  is  arranged,  Rupert.  I  was 
only  just  at  first  a  little  puzzled  about  so  many 
horses ;  and  you  know  there  is  nothing  I  dislike 
so  much  as  having  other  people's  servants  in  my 
house,  especially  yours,  who  are  so  spoiled  and 
pampered :  however,  there  is  no  use  in  talking  to 
you  about  that,  so  if  you  have  no  objections  we 
can  now  all  go  to  Hellbrunn  together." 

Their  entrance  into  the  garden  at  Hellbrunn 
caused  a  degree  of  commotion  which  was  particu- 
larly gratifying  to  the  Baroness.  The  tables  were 
all  occupied,  but  one  was  immediately  procured 
from  the  house,  and  in  a  few  minutes  she  and  her 
nieces  were  the  "  observed  of  all  observers,"  and 
surrounded  by  officers  of  every  rank  and  age. 

Rupert  became  acquainted  with  them  all  in  an 
astonishingly  short  time  ;  and  then,  looking  round 
and  perceiving  his  friends  of  the  year  before,  he 
went  to  them,  and  not  only  appeared  but  was  glad 
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to  see  tliem,  from  Colonel  Bockenheim  and  his 
daughter,  to  the  Bornstedts  who  lodged  on  the 
second  floor  of  his  aunt's  house.  After  having  ob- 
tained a  few  words  and  a  great  many  blushes  from 
the  youthful  daughter  of  the  latter,  he  proposed 
accompanying  them  to  see  the  water-works,  on  con- 
dition that  Mademoiselle  Josephine  would  promise 
to  walk  beside  him,  and  tell  him  how  to  avoid  the 
usual  shower-baths  bestowed  on  strangers  for  the 
amusement  of  the  public.  Willingly  she  promised, 
and  it  would  be  hard  to  say  Avhether  the  Born- 
stedts' exultation  or  his  aunt's  annoyance  was  the 
greater  as  he  walked  off  with  them. 

''  Was  there  ever  any  one  so  tiresome  as  Ku- 
pert?  "  cried  the  Baroness,  looking  after  him  ;  '^  he 
always  chooses  to  bestow  his  attentions  on  the  very 
people  I  wish  him  to  avoid  !" 

'^  He  is  bestowing  them  on  one  of  the  prettiest 
girls  in  Salzburg,"  answered  an  officer,  laughing. 

^'  It  is  a  gi'eat  pity  we  are  to  lose  her  so  soon 

You  have  of  course  heard  of  the  silent  wooing  and 
sudden  betrothal?" 

No ;  they  knew  nothing  about  the  matter. 

^^  In  fact,"  said  the  officer,  ^'  it  is  oiu'  newest 
news ;  for  it  was  only  last  Sunday,  in  this  very 
garden,  that  the  Bornstedt  family  assembled  roimd 
one  of  those  tables  to  eat  cakes  and  drink  coffi^e  in 
the  usual  quantities,  and  at  a  neighbouring  table  a 
solitary  stranger  sat,  and  ate  and  drank  also  j  bu 
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while  doing  so,  he  amused  himself  watching  the 
Bornstedts,  and  taking  a  very  serious  kind  of  fancy 
to  the  charming  little  person  of  the  fair  Josephine. 
When  they  rose  to  return  home,  he  rose  too,  fol- 
lowed them,  and  as  they  were  about  to  enter  their 
house,  he  suddenly  addressed  the  young  lady's  fa- 
ther, and,  having  taken  him  aside,  told  him  who 

and  what  he  was,  and demanded  his  daughter's 

hand  in  man'iage  !  Herr  Bornstedt  stared  a  little, 
bowed  very  politely,  requested  he  would  have  the 
kindness  to  call  for  an  answer  in  a  couple  of  days, 
and  then,  walking  up  stairs,  informed  his  family 
without  circumlocution  of  all  that  had  been  said." 

"And and,"  said  Fernanda,  "what  was  her 

answer  ?" — "  Her  answer  was  an  unanswerable 
query,  consisting  of  but  two  words,"  replied  the 
officer,  laughing.  "  She  merely  said,  ^  Why  not? ' 
and  as  no  one  could  say  why  not,  she  is  to  be  mar- 
ried some  time  next  month."* 

An  exceedingly  moderate  degree  of  surprise  was 
manifested,  a  few  questions  followed,  a  jest  or  two 
about  the  unusually  handsome  face  and  figure  of 
the  silent  adorer  not  having  been  unobserved  by 
the  young  lady  even  in  the  garden,  some  remarks, 
not  worth  recording,  of  love  at  first  sight ;  and  then 
Cyrilla  leaned  back  in  her  chair,  heedless  of  all  the 
attentions  lavished  on  her,  or  receiving  them  with  a 
listlessness  which  many  supposed  affectation,  while 
*  Fact. 

d2 
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Fernanda  poured  out  the  coffee,  discussed  its  merits 
in  a  very  satisfactory  manner,  explained  the  way  in 
which  the  Hellbrunn  Izra'pfen  (cakes)  were  made, 
and  how  they  should  be  torn  asunder  instead  of  be- 
ing cut,  and  received  the  laughing  congratulations 
of  Colonel  Bockenheim  and  his  daughter  on  her 
progress  in  German  cookery  with  a  very  good 
grace. 

Rupert  was  long  absent;  and  as  he  at  last  saun- 
tered towards  his  aunt's  table,  she  turned  round, 
and  said  ironically,  '^  I  hope  you  have  been  as  sur- 
prised and  delighted  with  the  water-works  as  you 
expected?" 

"  If  I  were  not,  some  Tyrolese  peasants  were,"  he 
answered,  laughing.  '^  Not  all  Mademoiselle  Jose- 
phine's warnings  could  keep  me  out  of  the  perfidious 
grotto,  so  irresistible  were  the  wondering  upturned 
faces  and  open  mouths  just  when  the  secret  spring 
was  touched  and  the  water  gushed  from  hundreds 
of  concealed  apertures  upon  them." 

"  I  think  the  whole  concern  tiresome  and  cliild- 
ish,"  said  the  Baroness ;  "  it  does  not  in  the  least 
amuse  me  seeing  half-a-dozen  peasants  pursued  by 
water-spouts!" 

"  Yet  it  amused  me  to  see  their  efforts  to  escape 
from  them,"  said  Eupert.  "  I  wish  they  would 
engage  me  as  showman  for  a  week  or  two." 

"  What  a  droll  idea!"  exclaimed  Mademoiselle 
de  Bockenheim,  who  was   standing   behind   Fer- 
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nanda's  chair,  endeavouring  to  appear  very  intimate 
with  her. 

"  I  think  the  falls  of  water  over  the  bouquets  of 
fresh  flowers  very  pretty,"  said  Cyrilla ;  "  they  look 
like  glass  that  had  become  alive." 

"  If  you  had  ever  seen  any  really  handsome  foun- 
tains/' said  her  aunt,  '"'  or  water-works  on  a  grand 
scale,  you  would  not  think  anything  here  worth 
looking  at." 

"  Excuse  me,"  said  Eupert,  "  but  I  must  say 
that  would  altogether  depend  upon  the  constitution 
of  her  mind.  I  have  seen  fountains  and  water- 
works enough,  you  will  allow;  but,  being  blest 
with  what  Melanie  calls  an  elastic  imagination,  that 
contracts  or  extends  itself  according  to  circumstan- 
ces, I  confess,  without  hesitation,  that  all  I  have 
just  seen  has  both  pleased  and  amused  me,  even  to 
the  two  little  tortoises  that  keep*perpetually  spitting 
at  each  other!" 
"Eupert!" 

"  I  am  quite  serious,  I  assure  you.  Pleasure  is  in 
ourselves,  and  not  in  the  things  around  us.  When 
one  is  disposed  to  mirth,  the  most  trifling  object 
aflbrds  amusement  ,*  when  in  a  happy  temper,  there 
are  few  things  that  fail  to  give  pleasure.  I  avoid 
all  mental  comparisons  that  interfere  with  present 
gratification,  whether  they  concern  beauties  of  na- 
ture or  art.  When  at  Versailles,  I  did  not  think 
of  the  scenery  and  mountains  here ;  nor,  when  here, 
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will  I  think  of  the  water- works  and  fountains  of 
Versailles." 

''  In  short,"  said  Count  Glaneck,  ^'  you  are  de- 
termined to  enjoy  everything  without  alloy." 

"  Precisely ;  and  those  who  do  otherwise  lose 
much  pleasure,  I  suspect.  I  pity  people  who  turn 
away  from  a  really  well  composed,  well  painted 
modem  picture,  because  it  is  not  equal  to  some 
Correggio  or  Kembrandt  they  had  seen  somewhere 
else.  Now,  a  picture  must  be  very  indifferent  in- 
deed not  to  afford  me  some  sort  of  gTatification ;  and 
as  to  music,  though  perhaps  I  can  appreciate  it 
better  than  anything  else,  a  hurdy-gurdy,  provided 
it  be  in  order  and  played  by  a  picturesque-looking 
Savoyard  boy,  can  give  me  very  sincere  satisfac- 
tion." 

"I  like  this  idea,"  said  Fernanda,  "and  shall 
endeavour  to  act  'n  it  in  future  ;  but  how  few 
people  have  these  enviably  elastic  minds !" 

"  More  than  choose  to  acknowledge  it,"  answered 
Rupert.  "  People  will  not  avow  their  gi-atification 
at  mediocrity,  because  they  feel  it  might  be  sup- 
posed they  were  ignorant  that  something  better 
was  attainable." 

"  An  absurd  weakness,"  said  Fernanda. 

"  Eather  say  vanity,"  rejoined  Rupert ;  "  and, 
after  all,  one  of  the  most  harmless  of  vanities.  The 
worst  kind  is  perhaps  that  which  produces  a  craving 
for  things  beyond   om*   reach — a  discontent  that 
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lessens  or  altogether  spoils  the  enjoyments  of  life 

but  from  a  portion  of  this  vanity  not  one  in  a 

thousand  is  ever  wholly  emancipated." 
.     "  What  nonsense  !  "  exclaimed   the   Baroness  ; 
as  if  vanity  had  anything  to  do  with  admiring  or 
not  admiring  insignificant  water- works  !  " 

"  I  don't  think  you  quite  understand  Rupert " 

began  Fernanda. 

^'  I  don't  want  to  understand  him.  I  hate  moral- 
izing in  a  place  of  this  kind." 

^'  And  yet,"  said  Rupert,  assuming  an  air  of 
mock  gi'avity  as  he  looked  round  him,  "  and  yet, 
just  in  such  places,  in  summer  assemblies  of  this 
kind,  the  temptation  to  do  so  is  great ;  especially 
on  vanity,  which  presents  itself  here  in  so  many  dif- 
ferent forms." 

^^  Perhaps  so ;  but  you  might  just  as  well  talk  in 
this  way  in  a  ball-room  as  lier6.'" 

^'  I  have  not  time  at  a  ball,"  said  Rupert.  "  Either 
I  am  too  busy  dancing,  or  too  much  occupied  with 
my  own  vanities  to  observe  others." 

"  Is  it  possible,"  cried  Mademoiselle  de  Bocken- 
heim,  with  a  silly  simper,  "is  it  possible  that  men 
are  vain  in  ball-rooms  ?  I  thought  it  was  only 
women  who  were  young  or  handsome  who  had  a 
right  to  be  vain  !  " 

'^  I  am  inclined  to  dispute  the  right  of  either  man 
or  woman,"  answered  Rupert ;  "but  I  believe  the 
quality  itself  is  very  equally  divided  between  them." 
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"  And  do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  care  about 
— about  people  admiring — or — or  liking  you — and 
wishing  to  dance  with  you,  and  all  that !  " 

"  Most  certainly — and  you  cannot  be  more 
flattered  at  receiving  our  attentions,  than  we  are 
in  perceiving  their  effects,  of  which  we  can  judge 
with  surprising  nicety." 

"  I  think,  Adlerkron,  you  are  making  very  un- 
necessary confessions,"  observed  Count  Glaneck, 
smiling. 

"  Mademoiselle  de  Bockenheim  has  taken  ad- 
vantage of  my  simplicity,"  said  Rupert,  "but the 
rest  shall  be  made  to  my  cousins,  who,  I  rather 
expect,  will  accompany  me  to  the  Monat-schloss 
(Month  Castle),  which  they  tell  me  is  so  called 
from  having  been  built  by  an  eccentric  Englishman 
in  exactly  thirty  days." 

He  looked  at  Cyrilla,  but  she  did  not  move  until 
desired  to  do  so  by  the  Baroness.  Notwithstand- 
ing his  explanation,  she  had  discovered  the  lurk- 
ing hope  that  had  induced  him  voluntarily  to 
become  an  inmate  of  his  aunt's  house  ;  knew  there 
was  but  one  line  of  conduct  henceforth  for  her,  and 
resolved  to  pursue  it  steadily.  She  accompanied 
her  cousin,  but  so  conscientiously  avoided  any 
renewal  of  their  former  unreserved  intercourse,  that 
Rupert,  piqued  and  irritated,  turned  completely  to 
Fernanda,  not  only  for  the  remainder  of  that  day, 
but  also  the  succeeding  ones ;  and  Cyrilla  soon  found 
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herself  in  the  isolated  position  that  she  had  endeav- 
oured to  obtain  J  but  which,  to  an  affectionate  dis- 
position such  as  herSj  was  infinitely  painful. 

All  Fernanda's  spare  time  was  thenceforward 
devoted  to  Rupert :  she  sang  with  him,  talked  to 
him,  and  walked  Avith  him  more  than  Cyrilla  her- 
self had  done  at  Freilands.  She  seemed  to  delight 
in  his  gaiety,  entered  into  all  his  plans  of  amuse- 
ment, and  received  gratefully,  and  without  hesita- 
tion, not  only  all  the  attentions  and  presents  he 
was  disposed  to  bestow  on  her,  but  also  those 
which  Cyrilla  thought  it  her  duty  to  decline ; 
and  at  length  the  latter,  with  a  mixture  of  feel- 
ings which  she  found  it  impossible  to  understand, 
began  to  contemplate  Rupert  as  the  future  husband 
of  her  sister.  All  the  advantages  of  so  desirable  a 
connexion  rose  distinctly  before  her  ;  all  his 
estimable  qualities  became  evident  ,•  all  she  had 
ever  heard  in  his  praise  recurred  to  her  memory. 
Of  her  sister's  happiness  she  felt  perfectly  assured, 
and  yet — her  satisfaction  was  not  as  unalloyed  as 
she  thought  it  ought  to  be.  She  endeavoured 
quietly,  and  as  she  supposed  imperceptibly,  to 
absent  herself  from  the  drawing-room  ;  but  though 
she  merely  took  her  work,  book,  or  drawing 
materials  into  the  adjoining  apartment,  in  which 
her  aunt  and  Count  Glaneck  were  sitting,  and  that 
the  doors  of  communication  still  c<~)ntinued  open, 
the  change  was  disagreeable  to  Rupert,  and   lie 
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soon  began  to  ride  into  Salzburg  and  make  engage- 
ments there,  not  unfrequently  dining  with  the 
officers,  or  joining  them  in  hunting  excursions, 
which  prolonged  his  absence  to  several  days. 
His  aunt  was  first  surprised,  then  oifended ;  said 
that  he  made  a  hotel  of  her  house,  leaving  her  his 
grooms  and  horses ;  going  off  and  coming  back  just 

as  suited  his  convenience — all  very  well  if but 

she  would  have  an  explanation  with  him  the  very 
next  time  they  met. 
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CHAPTER  V, 

The  projected  explanation  did  not  take  place^ 
although  the  day  on  which  Rupert  returned,  after 
a  long  absence  in  the  Tyrol,  was  of  that  description 
generally  chosen  by  the  Baroness  for  "  explana- 
tions/' especially  with  her  nieces,  lawyer,  steward, 
or  housekeeper.  It  was  one  of  those  days  on  which 
the  barometer  falls  suddenly  to  wind  and  rain,  and 
no  tapping  of  impatient  fingers  will  raise  the  quick- 
silver even  to  the  convex  form  that  admits  of  hope. 
The  air  was  perceptibly  warm,  the  sky  blue,  the 
sun  shining  brightly — no  one  but  a  weather-wise 
inhabitant  of  Salzburg  could  have  watched  with 
an  eye  of  suspicion  the  small  white  cloud  that 
hung  so  lightly  over  the  Bavarian  mountains  in 
the  west,  and  which,  like  the  first  thought  of  evil, 
seemed  to  the  careless  unworthy  of  consideration  ; 
but  while  windless  sunshine  glowed  around  the 
villa,  the  atmosphere  in  which  the  cloud  hovered 
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was  evidently  in  commotion,  moving  backwards 
and  forwards,  its  size  imperceptibly  increased,  and 
at  length,  like  a  long  dark  serpent,  it  began  to 
wind  itself  round  the  summit  of  the  nearest  moun- 
tain, behind  which,  about  the  same  time,  masses 
of  heavy  threatening  clouds  rose,  and  slowly  crept 
along  the  sky.     Eupert,  who  was  in  an  open  car- 
riage on  the  road  beneath,  with  some  friends,  first 
laughed  at  their  predictions  of  storm,  rain,  and 
hail ;  but  no  sooner  perceived  the  sun  covered  and 
the  gloom  momentarily  increasing,  than  he  became 
as  willing  as  the  others  to  huny  forward.     He 
drove  at  a  furious  rate  into   Salzburg,  reached  it 
before  the  storm  commenced ;  but  such  is  the  per- 
verseness  of  human  nature  when  in  the  form  of 
young  and  daring  men,  that  Rupert,  delighted  with 
the  excitement,  after  having  left  his  companions  at 
the  gate  of  the  barracks,  determined  to  go  at  once  to 
his  aunt's.    Remonstrances  were  vain,  he  gave  the 
rein  to  his  half-frightened,  half-irritated  horses,  and 
reached  the  river-side  just  as  the  thunder  began  to 
roll,  and  the  wind  swept  in  long  gusts  along  the 
road,  bending  the  trees  and  raising  whirhvinds  of 
dust.      Unable  to  see  more  than  a  few  yards  be- 
fore him,  the  heads  of  the  leaders  not  unfrequently 
invisible,  and  his  light  carnage  swinging  from  side 
to  side  with  each  motion  of  the  bounding  horses, 
he  was  more  rejoiced  than  he  would  perhaps  have 
chosen  to  acknowledge  when  he  reached  the  turn 
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to  the  Baroness's  villa.  Short  as  was  the  remain- 
ing way,  he  was  completly  wet  through  before  he 
reached  the  house,  and  was  obliged  at  once  to  take 
refuge  in  his  room. 

As  he  was  leisurely  completing  an  unusually 
elaborate  toilet,  and  carefully  endeavouring  to  erase 
the  traces  of  some  days'  neglect  from  his  long  mous- 
tache, his  aunt  sent  to  request  that  he  would  ^'  come 
to  her  without  a  moment's  delay;"  but,  accustomed 
to  such  messages  from  her,  he  attached  no  sort  of 
importance  to  it,  and  descended  half  an  hour  after- 
wards to  the  drawing-room  without  the  slightest 
presentiment  that  the  storm  within  doors  was 
scarcely  inferior  to  that  without. 

The  Baroness  was  walking  up  and  down  the 
apartment  waving  her  pocket-handkerchief,  and 
speaking  loudly  and  angrily.  Cyrilla  bent  over 
some  alpine  flowers  which  were  scattered  on  the 
table  before  her,  and  unconsciously  played  with 
them  J  while  her  eyes  were  anxiously  fixed  on  her 
sister,  who  stood  near  the  window  apparently  un- 
moved, her  arms  slightly  crossed,  her  head  erect, 
gazing  at  the  falling  rain  as  intently  as  if  endeav- 
ouring to  count  the  drops. 

^^  O,  Eupert,"  exclaimed  his  aunt  the  moment 
he  appeared,  ^'  never  did  you  arrive  more  oppor- 
tunely. As  the  head  of  our  family,  you  have  a 
right  to  give  an  opinion  on  occasions  of  this  kind ; 
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and  though  Fernanda  says  it  will  be  a  matter  of 

indifference  to  you  whom  she  may  marry " 

"  A  matter  of  indifference  to  me  !  "  cried  Ru- 
pert, tm-ning  quickly  to  his  cousin  ;  ^'  nothing  con- 
cerning Fernanda  can  ever  be  a  matter  of  indiffer- 
ence to  me  :  and  as  to  whom  she  may  marry,"  he 
added  gaily,  ^^  I  think  there  are  so  very  few  worthy 
of  her,  that  I  feel  tempted  to  refuse  my  consent 
beforehand." 

"  No  jesting,  Rupert,"  cried  his  aunt  impatient- 
ly :  "  this  is  no  jesting  matter  I  assure  you, — even 
Count  Glaneck,  who  was  present  when  I  received 
the  letter,  seemed  quite  shocked  at  the  very  idea  of 
such  a  thing!  " 

"  Indeed !  Then  he  is  not  the  man  we  are 
about  to  refuse?" 

^^  Can  you  not  be  serious  for  five  minutes,  Ru- 
pert ?  One  would  really  suppose  you  might  be  so 
at  least,  when  one  of  your  nearest  relations  is  about 
to  make  a  most  odious  and  unsuitable  connexion." 
"  Fernanda  is  the  last  person  in  the  world  likely 
to  do  anything  of  that  kind,"  said  Rupert  com- 
posedly.    "  My  confidence  in  her  is  unbounded." 

''  And  yet  she  has  just  declared  her  intention  of 
marrying  Colonel  Bockenheim  !  " 

''  Colonel  Bockenheim !  "  repeated  Rupert,  amaz- 
ed.    "  I — I  never  thought  of  him." 

^'  Nor  I,"  said  his  aunt,  ''  nor  any  of  us — not 
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even  Fernanda  herself,  most  probably,  until  about 
an  hour  ago,  when  I  received  a  letter  demanding 
her  hand,  and  asking  what  I  was  disposed  to  settle 
on  her  in  the  first  instance !  First  or  last,  not  a 
florin,  not  a  kreutzer  ;  I  will  not  even  give  her  the 
burgher-like  trousseau  befitting  the  station  for 
which  she  seems  to  have  so  decided  a  predilec- 
tion." 

^'  The  predilection  is,  in  this  case  I  should  sup- 
pose, for  the  man,"  observed  Rupert,  gravely. 

"  Ah,  bah !  How  can  a  girl  of  her  age  feel 
anything  of  the  kind  for  an  elderly,  bald-headed, 
pensioned  colonel  of  dragoons, — a  widower,  with- 
out title  or  connexion,  or " 

"  As  to  that,"  said  Rupert,  ''  in  these  enlight- 
ened days  prejudices  respecting  rank  are " 

''  Don't  talk  revolutionary  nonsense,"  cried  his 
aunt,  interrupting  him  angrily ;  "  but  remember 
that  you  are  the  head  of  an  ancient  family,  and 
ought  to  point  out  to  Fernanda  that  she  is  about  to 
demean  herself  and  all  of  us.  One  would  really 
imagine  you  were  disposed  to  agree  with  her  in 
thinking  it  quite  a  desirable  match." 

^^  By  no  means,"  cried  Rupert,  hastily.  ^'  I — I 
cannot  approve — wish  I  mean  to  say — tliat  is — in 
short,  I  think,  instead  of  speaking  scoffingly  of 
Colonel  Bockcnheim,  it  would  be  better  to  talk 
reasonably  to  Fernanda." 

^'  Talk  to  her  in  any  way  you  please,"  said  his 
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aunt ;  "  perhaps  you  may  make  more  impression  on 
her  than  I  have  done ;  but  don't  listen  to  anything 
she  may  say  about  her  dependent  situation  or 
wanting  a  home." 

"  Excuse  me,"  said  Eupert,  "but  I  think  if  slie 
listen  to  us  we  are  bound  to  listen  to  her." 

"  But  it  is  not  true.  I  am  quite  willing  to  let 
her  live  with  me,  and  have  told  her  repeatedly  that 
I  have  no  sort  of  objection  to  having  her  in  my 
house." 

"  I  dare  say  not ;  but  the  question  is,  whether 
or  not  she  choose  to  remain  in  it.  Fernanda,  will 
you  forgive  my  interference — will  you  allow  me  to 
offer  advice?" 

"  She  must — she  shall,"  cried  his  aunt.  "  It  is 
your  duty  to  interfere  on  this  occasion,  and  I  insist 
on  your  doing  so." 

"  Dreadful  responsibility,"  exclaimed  Rupert, 
half  laughing  as  she  left  the  room ;  "  but  we  are 
not  going  to  act  tableaux  for  your  amusement  I 
can  tell  you,"  he  added,  nodding  to  her,  and  then 
quietly  and  carefully  closing  the  doors  between  the 
rooms. 

"  Now,  Fernanda,"  he  said,  seating  himself  with 
mock  deliberation  in  a  large  arai-chair,  "  you  see 
that  necessity,  and  my  aunt's  commands,  compel 
me  to  lecture  you.  Come  here  and  listen  to  the 
suggestions  of  prudence,  and  the  words  of  warning 
offered  you  by  *  the  head  of  your  family.'  " 
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But  Fernanda  stood  immovable,  determination 
legible  in  every  feature  of  her  face. 

"  You  look  uncommonly  refractory/'  he  con- 
tinued :  ^'  will  you  not  favour  me  with  your  confi- 
dence, and  let  me  know  the  particulars  of  this 
equally  strange  and  sudden  matrimonial  project?" 

"  All  this  may  be  very  amusing  to  you,  Rupert," 
said  Fernanda  petulantly,  as  she  threw  herself  into 
the  nearest  chair,  "  but,  unfortunately,  /  cannot 
find  it  so." 

"  Nonsense !  you  don't  mean  to  say  that  you 
attach  any  importance  to  what  my  aunt  has  said  ?  " 

"  No,  nor  to  what  you  may  say  either." 

"  Why,  this  is  actual  rebellion !  "  cried  Rupert, 
rolling  his  chair  towards  hers,  so  as  to  have  a  full 
view  of  her  face.  ^'  O,  you  are  in  earnest,  real 
downright  earnest  I  perceive,  and — I — must  be- 
lieve all  that  my  aunt  has  said." 

Fernanda  tm'ned  her  head  away  from  him,  and 
remained  silent. 

"Will  you  or  will  you  not  speak  to  me?"  he 
asked  after  a  pause. 

"  I— cannot." 

"And  why?  Just  fancy  me  your — your — 
gTandfather,  or  something  of  that  sort,  for  the  next 
half-hour." 

"  My  grandfather !  that  would  be  a  stretch  of  the 
imagination." 

"  Brother  I  should  have  said,  perhaps,  but  that 
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is  too  romantic  for  me,  and  rather  dangerous  into 
the  bargain." 

"  Dangerous?" 

"  Yes,  make-believe  brothers  so  often  turn  into 
lovers  you  know." 

"Do  they?"  said  Fernanda  with  ill-concealed 
embarrassment,  as  she  played  with  a  bracelet  that 
Rupert  had  given  her  the  day  after  his  arrival. 

"  In  novels  always,  at  least  as  far  as  my  experi- 
ence goes ;  and  novels  they  say  are,  or  ought  to 
be,  pictures  of  life.  I  have  often  wished  for  sisters, 
that  is,  real  sisters,  and  rejoiced  that  I  had  some- 
thing so  nearly  resembling  them  as  cousins." 

"  I  should  not  have  thought  so,"  said  Fernanda. 
'^  You  did  not  show  any  inclination  to  see  or  know 
us  after  our  return  to  Germany." 

She  was  surprised  at  the  impression  these  words 
made  on  him.  More  than  a  minute  elapsed  before 
he  said  gravely:  "My  dilatoriness  was  severely 
punished;  it  prejudiced  C3rrilla  against  me — and 
— you  too  seem  not  to  have  forgotten  or  forgiven 
it." 

Fernanda  attempted  to  deny  this,  but  she  stam- 
mered and  became  confused.  He  did  not  perceive 
it,  and  continued  quietly :  "  0,  I  know  you  have 
both  learned  to  tolerate  me, — most  people  contrive 
to  do  that  some  way  or  other ;  but  you  know  I 
Avished  for  something  more,  and  aspired  to  what 
you  profess  to  feci  for  Colonel  Bockenhcim." 
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"  Colonel  Bockenheim "  repeated  Fernanda, 

her  colour  increasing,  and  her  embarrassment  so 
evident,  that  Rupert  at  last  became  aAvare  of  it,  and 
said : 

"  Excuse  my  having  doubted  the  possibility  of 

your  being  determined  to  marry  him I  begin  to 

fear  that  I  may  offend  you,  if  I  say  that  it  seems 

odd  to  me  your  finding  anything  congenial or 

attractive in  a  man so so " 

^^  So  very  dull  as  Colonel  Bockenheim,  you 
would  say,"  interrupted  Fernanda.  ^^  It  is  true,  he 
is  not  gay,  or  handsome,  or  young  ;  but  I  think  I 
shall  be  able  to  like  him  tolerably  well  before  long, 
and " 

"  My  dear  Fernanda,  if  you  only  tolerate,  or  hope 
in  time  to  tolerate  the  man,  I  can  sincerely  join  my 
aunt  in  endeavouring  to  dissuade  you  from  a  mar- 
riage so  little  likely  to  conduce  to  your  happiness  : 
let  her  write  the  answer  to  his  letter  that  she 
wishes." 

"  If  you  could  put  yourself  into  my  place,  Ru- 
pert, for  half-an-hour,  you  would  speak  differently. 
Remember,  I  am  poor  and  plain,  and  most  uncom- 
fortably situated  here.  Cyrilla  will  probably  return 
to  Exfort ;  Melanie  and  the  President  have  both 
urged  her  to  do  so,  and  then  I  shall  be  alone  in  tliis 
house — alone  with  my  aunt,  without  any  one  to  care 
for  me,  or  anyone  that  lean  care  for  near  me ;  but  yon 
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cannot  even  imasrine  the  dreariness  of  such  an  ex- 
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^'  I  tliink  I  can/'  answered  Knpert,  musingly  ; 

''  but,  a is  it  not  possible  to  find  some  one  more 

suited  to  you  than  this  Colonel  Bockenheim  ?" 
^'  You  mean  in  point  of  rank  ?" 
"  I  mean  in  every  way." 

'^  Perhaps  so  ;  but  you  forget  that  I  must  be 
chosen.  Ugly  wonien  have  even  less  chance  of 
choice  than  others  ;  and  the  sooner  they  learn  to  ad- 
mire and  love,  without  expecting  a  retmTi,  the  bet- 
ter for  them." 

^^  The  better  for  us  all,"  said  Rupert :  '^  there  are 
few  who  have  not  at  one  time  or  other  experienced 
something  of  the  kind." 

^'  You  have  not,  I  am  sure,"  said  Fernanda. 
"  Your  doubt  would  be  very  flattering  if  I  were 
not  aware  that  you  knew  the  contrary  to  be  the 
case." 

^^  I I know  nothing I " 

"  Is  it  possible  that  Cyrilla  did  not  tell  you  V 
Every  trace  of  colour  forsook  Fernanda's  features, 
as  she  looked  inquiringly  towards  the  end  of  the 
room,  where  her  sister  sat.  Cp'illa  avoided  her 
glance,  by  laying  her  head  on  the  arm  extended 
along  the  table  before  her,  and  as  she  did  so  her 
long  fair  ringlets  mixed  oddly  with  the  wild  flowers 
scattered  upon  it. 
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A  pause  ensued  ;  Eupert  broke  it  by  saying : 
"  There  is  no  use  in  talking  of  that  now  ;  it  was 
the  first  great  disappointment  of  my  life — the  second 
has  been  the  discovery,  that  even  the  friendship 
which  I  hoped  would  always  exist  between  us  has 
since  been  altogether  withdrawn  on  Cyrilla's  side." 

Perhaps  he  expected  this  last  assertion  to  be 
contradicted  ;  he  watched  eagerly  his  cousin's  mo- 
tionless form  for  a  few  moments,  and  tlien  tm-ned 
completely  away  from  her. 

"  Wq  have  wandered  from  our  subject,  Fernanda; 
and,  between  my  own  concerns  and  yom's,  I  now 
feel  a  little  confused.  As  well  as  I  can  understand, 
however,  it  seems  that  the  wish  to  leave  my  aunt's 
protection,  as  she  calls  it,  is  sufficiently  strong  to 
make  you  willing  to  accept  that  of  any  other  per- 
son  then,  why  not  mine?" 

Fernanda  shook  her  head  despondingly. 

"  The  whole  excellence  of  this  plan  never  struck 
me  until  this  moment,"  he  continued,  pushing  his 
chair  still  closer  to  hers. 

"Impossible,  Eupert,  unless you  were  mar- 
ried." 

"  But  don't  you  think,  just  at  first,  an  elderly  re- 
lation would  do  as  well  as  a  wife  ?     An  aunt  of  my 

mother's  might  be  induced  to  live  with  us with 

you on  certain  conditions " 

Fernanda  hesitated ;  indefinite  but  pleasant  vi- 
sions of  Eupert's  ]iouse  and  Eupert's  self  rose  before 
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her,  and  for  a  moment  her  feelings  overpowered  her 
judgment.  She  approached  her  sister,  and,  placing 
her  hand  on  her  shoulder,  bent  down,  and  whispered : 

''What   do   you  think,   Cyrilla?     Can  we ? 

ought  we ?" 

''  /  cannot,  /  ought  not,"  answered  Cyrilla,  look- 
ing up  sorrowfully. 

"  Ask  her  if  she  choose  to  live  at  Freilands," 
said  Rupert,  "  if  I  promise  never  to  go  there  ?" 

''  No,"  said  Fernanda  ;  ''  she  is  right — it  would 
never  answer." 

"  Then,"  said  Rupert,  with  some  impatience, 
''  you  must  now  point  out  to  me  in  what  way  I  can 
be  of  use  to  you " 

"  You  can  do  nothing  for  us,"  said  Fernanda,  re- 
gaining her  usual  decision  of  manner  ;  "we  must 
act  for  ourselves." 

''And,  a what  do   you   mean  to  do  about 

Bockenheim  ?" 

"  My  aunt  may  write  what  she  pleases — that  is, 
in  civil  terms." 

"  O,  she  will  be  civil  enough,  I  have  no  doubt, 
as  she  most  probably  wishes  to  retain  him  for  her 
winter  whist-table.  You  will  not  mind  meeting 
him,  I  suppose?" 

"  Not  at  all,"  answered  Femanda_,  calmly  ;"  my 
aunt  was  quite  right  when  she  said  I  Jbad.  nev^r 
thought  of  him  until  about  two  hours  ago."  _  r  r-,.  < 

"  There  is  something  in  this  business  that  I  do 
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not  yet  understand,"  said  Rupert ;  "  you  must  have 
had  some  hidden  motive  for  pretending  to  wish  to 
marry  Bockenheim  ;  that  it  was  pretence  I  have  no 
longer  a  doubt !  " 

''  Not  so  much  as  you  suppose/'  said  Fernanda, 
a  sudden  flush  passing  across  her  face.  "  I  have 
resolved  to  marry  as  soon  as  I  can,  in  order  to  leave 
this  house.  Common  sense  tells  me  that  my  choice 
will  be  greatly  restricted;  I  do  not  particularly  like, 
but  neither  do  I  at  all  dislike,  Colonel  Bocken- 
heim  " 

"  Perhaps  you  do  particularly  like  some  one  else," 
said  Rupert,  quickly. 

"  Perhaps  I  do." 

"  Ah  !  "  cried  Rupert ;  '^  now  I  know  where  we 
are.  All  other  men  having  become  indifferent  to  us, 
or  not  in  any  way  bearing  a  comparison  with  oui' 
paragon,  we " 

"  Spare  me,  Rupert,"  cried  Fernanda,  with  ill- 
concealed  emotion ;  '^  from  you  at  least  I  never 
expected  scorn  or  ridicule." 

''  Nothing  was  further  from  my  thoughts,"  said 
Rupert,  apologetically  ;  ''  I  assure  you  I  have  such 
a  high  opinion  of  your  sense  and  judgment,  that 
I  am  convinced  whoever  you  think  worth  liking- 
must  be  a  capital  fellow,  and  I  quite  long  to  be  ac- 
quainted with  him.  Perhaps  I  know  him  already. 
Have  I  not  seen  him  here  ?  Just  tell  me  his  name, 
and  leave  me  to  manai^-c  the  rest." 

o 
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'^  There  is  nothing  to  manage,"  answered  Fer- 
nanda, with  forced  composure  ;  ''he  has  never 
thought  of  me,  and  I more  than  suspect  is  at- 
tached to  some  one  else." 

"  You  may  be  mistaken,"  said  Rupert,  musingly ; 
''  he  may  have  motives  for  silence  unknown  to  you ; 
and  as  to  his  never  having  thought  of  you,  I  can- 
not believe  it." 

Fernanda  looked  up  suddenly,  watched  her  cou- 
sin's thoughtful  mien  intently  for  a  few  seconds,  and 
then  left  the  room. 

He  rose,  approached  Cyrilla,  and  said,  almost  in 
a  whisper  :  ''  She  imagines  him  attached  to  my 
aunt ;  I  cannot  believe  anything  so  preposterous." 

"  Whom  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Glaneck." 

''  0  no  ;  he  does  not  care  for  any  one  particularly, 
and  comes  here  from  habit." 

''  Others  may  have  done  so,  but  Glaneck  is  not 
a  man  likely  to  spend  day  after  day  here,  if  it  were 

not  either  on  your  account  or  Fernanda's  ;  but 

perhaps  he  prefers  you?" 

"  Certainly  not ;  if  he  have  a  preference  it  is  for 
her." 

''  Then  it  must  be  as  I  have  long  supposed,  and 
I  will  find  out  the  state  of  the  case  this  very  even- 
ing." 

"  O  no,  pray  don't ;  you  will  only  make  tbe^iQQn- 
fusion  greater."  iio>:  mn  1  '' 
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'^  There  will  be  no  confusion  at  all  now." 

"  There  will,  and  of  the  most  disagreeable  kind. 
I  entreat  of  yon  to  let  the  matter  rest,  and  never  to 
speak  of  it  again." 

"  Impossible,  Cyrilla  !  If  I  do,  Fernanda  Avill 
make  some  inconsiderate  marriage  that  she  may  re- 
pent all  the  rest  of  her  life.  Things  of  that  kind 
are  qnite  common  in  our  family,  though  none  of  us 
have  been  supposed  deficient  in  intellect.  I  could 
name  a  dozen  Adlerkrons,  men  and  women,  who 
have  married  in  a  most  inconceivably  hasty  and 
thoughtless  manner :  one  might  really  think  it 
were  hereditary ! " 

Cyrilla  began  to  have  some  misgivings  on  this 
subject  herself,  but  she  did  not  attempt  to  speak 
until  she  saw  Kupert  at  the  door  leading  into  her 
aunt's  drawing-room;  then  she  sprang  towards  him, 
and  laying  her  hand  on  his  arm,  entreated  of  him 
to  wait  a  moment — '•''  only  one  moment." 

"  A  whole  hour  if  you  wish  it,"  said  Eupert, 
turning  back  slowly,  and  watching  with  some  sm-- 
prise  her  varying  colour. 

"  I  don't  know  whether  or  not  I  ought  to  speak. 

Perhaps  it  is  wrong  to  betray  Fernanda 

but  to  prevent  unpleasant  mistakes,   and — and — 

promote  her  happiness,  I  must  tell  you that 

I  am  sure  she did  not  mean did  not 

think  of  Count  Glaneck  just  now." 

^^  I  am  sorry  to  hear  it — Polyak,  perhaps?" 
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''  O,  no." 

"Who  then?" 

"  I  believe I  think I am  almost  sure 

it  was  ?/ow." 

"  What ! "  he  exclaimed,  drawing  her  towards 
the  window,  and  looking  inquiringly  in  her  face — 
"  What  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  I  mean  that  Fernanda  likes  you,"  she  an- 
swered hm-riedly ;  "  and  oh,  Eupert,  if  you  could " 

"  N-o,  Cyrilla, I  can-not.     I  like  Fernanda 

— like  her  as  you  like  me — do  you  understand? 

And  she I  trust,  feels  the  same  regard  for  me, 

but  nothing  else,  I  am  con^dnced.  How  much 
more  probable  is  it  that  she  who  is  so  rational 
should  haye  attached  herself  to  Glaneck,  whom  she 
has  known  a  whole  year,  and  seen  every  day,  and 
almost  all  day,  during  that  time,  than  to  me  an 
acquaintance  of  a  few  weeks,  of  whom  she  knows 
little  or  nothing?" 

"  But  one  becomes  so  intimate  witli  you  in  a 
short  time,"  said  Cyi'illa ;  and  she  added  with  a 
slight  blush,  "  and  you  certainly  did  at  first  pay 
her  very  marked  attention." 

"  Not  more  than  I  do  to  any  woman  who  sings 
well  and  talks  agreeably." 

"  I  am  afraid  she  was  not  aware  of  this  habit  of 
yours." 

"  The  misunderstanding,  if  there  be  one,"  said 
Eupert,  "  arose  from  her  not  knowing  my  luckless 
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attachment  to  you  ;  but  I  am  still  inclined  to  sus- 
pect that  Glaneck " 

"  I  assure  you,"  said  Cyrillaj  "  that  he  comes 
here  merely  to  talk  to  my  aunt." 

'^  Polyak  did  I  believe,"  rejoined  E-upert ;  ^'  but 
he  was  still  young  enough  to  admire  elderly  wo- 
men. Glaneck  is  long  past  all  that  :  his  regiment 
leaves  in  a  few  weeks.  Perhaps  he  wished  to  defer 
an  explanation  until  just  before  his  departure.     For 

a  variety  of  reasons  I  can  imagine  that  possible 

I  wonder  what  my  aunt  will  say :  she  can  scarcely 
object  to  so  unexceptionable  apar^/." 

'-'■  You  talk  as  if  it  were  quite  a  settled  thing  !" 

'"'•  I  am  greatly  mistaken  if  it  be  not  so  this  even- 
ing," replied  Rupert,  smiling.  "  Glaneck,  I  know, 
has  long  been  in  search  of  a  wife,  or,  as  he  amiably 
expresses  it,  '  a  mother  for  his  children ;'  and,  if 
Fernanda  thought  old  Bockenheim's  proposal  worth 
consideration,  she  is  not  likely  to  refuse  a  better 
man.  Reserve  on  her  part  would  be  ridiculous, 
after  the  very  decided  declaration  of  matrimonial 
intentions  that  she  has  just  made !" 

^'  Rupert,"  said  Cyrilla  reproachftiUy,  ^'  you  are 
laughing  at  her." 

'^  By  no  means.  She  is  as  prudent  as  I  expected 
to  have  found  you  a  year  ago,  when  you  proved  far 
more  romantic  than  even  Melanie  herself!" 

"  You  are  evidently  displeased  with  us  both," 
said  Cyrilla,  "  and  may  call  me  romantic  or  aiiy- 

e2 
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thing  you  like  ;  but  do  not  say  Fernanda  is  prudent 
in  a  tone  and  with  a  look  that  changes  the  meaning 
into  worldly." 

"  Or  wise,"  said  Rupert,  quietly.  "  Fernanda 
will  never  let  her  imagination  run  away  with  her 
reason.  Her  desires  are  moderate,  therefore  likely 
to  be  fulfilled,  and  she  has  every  chance  of  being  a 
contented  if  not  a  perfectly  happy  woman." 

At  this  moment  a  servant  appeared  to  announce 
dinner.     The  doors  were  widely  opened,  and  the 
Baroness  immediately  approached  Rupert. 
"  All  right,"  he  said,  nodding  his  head. 
"  Do  you  mean  that  she  has  given  him  up  alto- 
gether?" 

"  Yes  ;  you  may  despatch  a  courier  into  Salzburg 
as  soon  as  you  please." 

^^  Had  you  much  difficulty  ?" 
"  None  whatever  :  she  did  not  care  about  him. 
Where  is  Glaneck  ?  I  thought  I  saw  him  pass  the 
window  just  now.  Don't  say  anything  to  him  about 
Fernanda's  having  even  for  an  hour  intended  to 
accept  this  proposal." 

^'  Of    course   not,"    said   the   Baroness.      "  He 
seemed  to  be  quite  astonished  at  Colonel  Bocken- 
heim's  effrontery  in  addressing  one  of  my  nieces  ! 
Quite  annoyed  about  it,  I  assure  you  !" 
"  I  dare  say  he  was." 

"  And  though  obliged  to  return  to  Salzburg," 
she  continued,  '^  he  said  that  nothing  should  prevent 
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his  coming  back  to  hear  the  resuU  of  my  conference 
with  her."  ..v-l  r  H' 

"  I  am  very  glad  the  storm  delayed  his  return 

until  now "  said  Kupert;  and  then  he  stopped, 

for  at  the  same  moment  Count  Glaneck  and  Fer- 
nanda entered  the  room  by  different  doors,  and  they 
all  went  to  dinner.         ,  g/^j{  n^jj^  j^j^r 

The  thunder-storm  had  passed  over,  and  the  door 
and  windows  into  a  rustic  verandah  were  open  to 
admit  the  cool  air,  redolent  of  perfume  from  the 
flower  garden.  Bright  sunbeams  began  to  force 
their  way  through  the  trellis  and  its  clinging  foliage, 
seeming  to  flutter  round  the  massive  silver  coffee- 
service  which  was  being  arranged  in  its  shade,  and 
Rupert,  as  he  rose  from  table,  exclaimed  :  '^  How 
fresh  and  gay  the  garden  looks  this  evening!" 
then,  having  walked  out,  and  taken  a  view  of  the 
long  variegated  plain  before  him,  with  the  Bavarian 
mountains  rising  suddenly  at  the  end  of  it,  in  all 
the  distinctness  of  a  clarified  atmosphere,  he  added, 
"  How  magnificent !  What  are  parks  and  plea- 
sure-grounds compared  to  such  a  view  as  this '? 
All  the  efforts  of  man  to  7na7ce  a  place  sink  into  in- 
significance when  compared  with  nature  on  such  a 
scale." 

^^  A  splendid  domain  without  the  expense  of 
keeping  it  in  order,"  observed  his  aunt,  witli  an  ap- 
pearance of  satisfaction.     "  I  can  suppose  it  mine, 
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although  my  actual  property  does  not  extend  be- 
yond that  low  hedge  at  the  end  of  the  garden." 

^'  If  you  ever  feel  disposed  to  sell,  let  me  know," 
said  Eupert.  ,«ll'»Y 

"  You  shall  have  it  cheap,  if,"  she  added,  play- 
fully touching  his  right  hand,  "  if  you  will  consent 
to  wear  a  plain  gold  ring  on  one  of  these  fingers." 

"  Eight  or  ten  years  hence  we  will  talk  about 
that,"  answered  Kupert,  composedly  ;  ''  and  I  shall 
not  forget  your  offer,  as  I  have  never  seen  any  place 
so  well  adapted  for  spending  a  Imw  de  miel  as  this 
— ^no  long  wandering  corridors  and  endless  suites 
of  rooms,  where  people  lose  each  other,  but  ever}"- 
thing  nice,  compact,  and  small.  The  boudoir  for 
moments  of  sentiment ;  this  verandah  for  voavs  of 

eternal  love though  I  fear  that  the  view  from 

both  is  so  grand,  so  sublime,  that  it  would  serve  to 
remind  one  continually  of  the  insignificance  of  one- 
self, and  all  one's  sayings  and  doings." 

^'  I  never  found  that  the  view  reminded  me  of 
any  such  thing,"  said  the  Baroness.  ^^  Our  say- 
ings and  doings  are  very  often  of  great  importance 
to  ourselves,  and  not  unfrequently  to  others  also," 
she  added,  glancing  towards  Cyrilla,  who,  leaning 
against  the  trellis,  was  twisting  a  branch  of  honey- 
suckle round  her  wrist.  This  speech,  which  was 
intended  as  a  sort  of  reproach  to  Rupert,  was  fol- 
lowed by  a  pause,  and  then  she  repeated  :  "  Yes  ; 
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of  great  importance  to  others  ;  and  if  I  had  known 
as  much  as  I  do  now,  I  would  never  have  allowed 
Cyrilla  to  go to  Freilands." 

"  I  wish,"  said  Cyrilla,  without  looking  up, 
"  that  I  were  at  this  moment  on  the  stone  balcony 
there,  and  Melanie  beside  me." 

^'  I  have  heard  so  much  about  that  balcony," 
said  her  aunt,  ^'  and  the  lime-tree  walk,  and  the 
lake,  that  if  I  did  not  know  something  of  the 
country  in  which  Freilands  is  situated,  I  should 
have  supposed  the  place  a  perfect  paradise." 

'^  Melanie  and  Cyrilla  contrived  to  make  it  very 
gay,"  said  Rupert;  ''  I  have  seldom  spent  six 
weeks  more  agreeably  than  I  did  there  last  year." 

"  And  I,  never,"  said  Cyrilla. 

^^  But  it  seems  you  left  all  your  gaiety  and  hap- 
piness in  the  balcony  and  lime-tree  walk,"  said 
her  aunt,  pointedly,  "  and  returned  to  us  quite  a 
changed  being." 

^^Into  the  time  that  has  since  intervened,  all 
the  misery  of  my  whole  life  has  been  crowded," 
said  Cyrilla,  in  a  low  melancholy  voice,  quite  im- 
conscious  of  the  various  constructions  put  upon  her 
words.  Her  aunt  and  Count  Glaneck  looked 
towards  Rupert,  who  they  supposed  the  principal 
cause  of  her  unhappiness,  and  seeing  that  he  was 
apparently  altogether  engrossed  by  the  preparations 
for  lighting  a  cigar,  they  both  felt  no  slight 
degree  of  indignation,  and  the  words,  "  Insensible 
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fellow,"  very  nearly  escaped  the  lips  of  the  good- 
natured  Count. 

With  all  the  tranquillity  of  conscious  innocence, 
Rupert  continued  his  occupation,  and  then  inviting 
Glaneck  to  follow  his  example,  began  to  walk  up 
and  down  the  still  wet  gravel  walks  of  the 
garden. 

The  Baroness  looked  at  the  saturated  ground, 
the  dripping  trees  and  shrubs,  then  at  her  very 
thin  shoes,  and  hesitated  whether  or  not  she  should 
join  them.  She  was  one  of  those  women  who  find 
it  impossible  to  imagine  that  their  society  can  ever 
be  unacceptable — a  not  uncommon  error  of  those 
of  her  sex  who  have  been  remarkable  for  beauty  in 
their  youth,  but  one  which  makes  them  excessively 
troublesome  in  their  later  years.  On  the  present 
occasion,  fortunately  for  Rupert's  equanimity,  the 
Baroness  heard  that  Colonel  Bockenheim  had  just 
arrived,  and  requested  to  speak  to  her.  She  turned 
to  Fernanda  and  observed,  ^'  Rupert  has  told  me 
that  you  have  decided  on  refusing  this  most  im- 
suitable  marriage — I  shall  manage  it  in  the  least 
offensive  way  possible,  and  intend  to  propose  a 
continuance  of  Colonel  Bockenheim's  visits,  which 
will  prevent  any  one  from  suspecting  what  has 
occurred.  The  less  that  is  said  or  kno^Ti  about 
affairs  of  this  kind,  when  they  are  not  of  a  brilliant 
description,  the  better." 

"  Under  any  circumstances,  the  less  said  about 
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them  the  better,"  answered  Fernanda,  as  her  aunt 
swept  past  her  with  an  air  of  importance. 

"I  hope  you  really  think  what  you  have  just 
said,  Fernanda,"  observed  Cyrilla,  when  they  were 
alone,  "  as,  in  that  case,  I  need  not  fear  your  dis- 
pleasure for  my  silence  concerning  Eupert." 

"  You  need  not  fear  it,  though  surprised  for  a 
moment,  and  not  agreeably,  on  consideration  I 
approve  of  it.  I  think  every  woman  is  bound  in 
honour  to  preserve  a  secret  of  that  kind,  when  a 
man,  by  a  direct  appeal  to  herself,  gives  her  the 
power  of  judging  and  answering  without  restraint. 
I  believe — I  hope  I  sliould  have  acted  in  the  same 
way,  had  I  been  tried.  With  a  little  more  expe- 
rience in  these  matters,  I  might  have  conjectured 
that  you  were  the  attraction  that  brought  and  kept 
E-upert  here,  but  your  manner  towards  him  has 
been  so  unembarrassed,  and  so  nearly  bordering  on 
indifference,  that  a  more  observant  person  than  I 
am  might  have  been  deceived." 

"  Then  I  deceived  while  endeavouring  to  avoid 
deceit.  My  object  was  to  prove  to  Rupert  that 
change  of  circumstances  had  produced  no  change  of 
feelings." 

"  I  suppose  you  have  acted  properly,"  said  Fer- 
nanda, "  but  I  have  little  doubt  that  time  will 
produce  the  change  he  so  evidently  expects." 

'•''  Time,"  said  Cyrilla,  soiTOwfully,  ^'  can  do 
nothing  but  add  to  my  wretchedness." 
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^'  And  is  it  possible  you  still  continue  to  care  for 
that  worthless  ZorndorfF?"  cried  Fernanda.  '^  Had 
I  been  in  your  place,  I  should  have  hated  him  long 
ago." 

"  I,  too,  have  thought  at  times  that  I  almost 
hated  him,"  answered  Cyrilla,  with  a  sigh,  ''  espe- 
cially lately." 

''  Perhaps,"  said  Fernanda,  bending  forwards, 
and  vainly  endeavouring  to  catch  her  sister's  eye, 
"  perhaps  you  have  lately  begun  to  transfer  your 
regard  to  Rupert?  " 

"  No,  no,  no,"  cried  Cyrilla,  quickly;  ''  certainly 
not — I  never  thought  of  such  a  thing — I  would  not 
be  guilty  of  such  weakness  for  any  consideration." 

"  Guilty!  "  repeated  her  sister;  ''  I  should  think 
there  was  neither  guilt  nor  weakness  in  preferring 
Rupert  to  all  other  men." 

''  Oh,  of  course  not " 

"  That  is,"  said  Fernanda,  correcting  herself, 
''  until  one  is  married  to  some  one  else." 

'^  The  idea  of  marriage  has  strongly  taken  pos- 
session of  your  mind,"  observed  Cyrilla. 

^'  It  has,"  replied  Fernanda;  ''  and  as  we  are 
alone,  I  do  not  hesitate  to  confess  that  I  have  re- 
solved to  accept  the  next  eligible  offer,  even  if  but 
a  second  edition  of  Colonel  Bockenheim.  Had  my 
mother  lived,  I  should  have  thought  and  acted 
differently;  but  as  to  spending  the  best  years  of  my 
life  in  the  capacity  of  companion  to  my  aunt,  it  is 
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a  thing  to  which  I  will  not  submit  if  I  can  help  it ; 
besides/'  she  added,  lowering  her  voice,  and  com- 
ing so  close  to  her  sister,  that  the  same  branch  of 
honeysuckle  served  as  plaything  for  both,  ^'  besides, 
though  we  are  perfectly  convinced  of  the — actual — 
correctness  of  my  aunt's  mode  of  life,  others  think 
ill,  and  speak  disrespectfully  of  her,  and  being  an 
inmate  of  her  house  is  decidedly  a  disadvantage  to 
us.     What  resource  have  we  then  but  marriage?" 

Cyrilla  did  not  attempt  to  answer,  and  Fernanda 
continued:  ^'  Like  you,  Cyrilla,  I  have  had  a  short 
dream  of  fest  love,  but,  more  fortunate  than  you,  I 
have  wakened  from  it  quietly  and  naturally,  and 
nothing  remains  but  a  faint  recollection  of  hopes, 
doubts,  and  fears,  all  the  creation  of  my  own  fancy 
— nevertheless,  it  has  made  me  more  than  ever 
conscious  of  my  desolate  position." 

■"  You  are  not  more  desolate  than  I  am,"  said 
Cyrilla. 

^'  I  am,"  answered  Fernanda,*  ^'  for  I  feel  myself 
quite  alone  in  the  world." 

"  Am  I  nobody?"  asked  Cyrilla,  forcing  a  smile; 
"  is  my  affection  worthless?  " 

"  We  can  be  of  little  use  to  each  other — the  very 
ground  beneath  us  is  only  ours  so  long  as  our  aunt 
permits  us  to  stand  on  it,"  answered  Fernanda, 
bitterly. 

^'  I  did  not  mean  that — I  only  think  that  as  long 
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as  our  regard  for  each  other  continues  undiminished, 
we  are  not  quite  desolate." 

"  I  do  not  wish  to  reproach  you,  Cyrilla;  but 
there  is  no  use  in  trying  to  conceal  that  your  affec- 
tion for  me  has  greatly  diminished  since  your  visit 
to  the  north  of  Germany;  but  you  have  gained 
Melanie,  and  she  has  a  home  to  offer  you!  She 
has  never  proposed  my  going  to  live  with  her;  I  do 
not  even  know  whether  or  not  I  am  named  in  those 
long  letters  that  you  receive  from  her  so  frequently. 
I  only  hope  she  has  not  the  folly  to  foster  any 
remnant  of  interest  Vvhich  you  may  still  feel  for 
Count  Zomdorff;  it  would  be  most  unpardonable, 
most  culpable!  Listen  to  the  best  advice  I  can 
offer  you,  Cyrilla:  banish  that  false  avaricious  man 
from  your  mind,  and  turn  to  Eupert;  in  promoting 
his  happiness,  you  will  secure  your  own.  Believe 
me,"  she  added,  while  tears  started  to  her  eyes,  "  I 
say  this  without  any  of  the  worldly  motives  which 
you  invariably  attribute  to  me." 

"  I  know  it,"  answered  Cyrilla:  ^'  I  wish  I  had 
never  been  out  of  the  reach  of  your  advice ;  it  would 
have  saved  me  incalculable  misery." 

^^  With  some  resolution  and  constant  employ- 
ment," said  Fernanda,  "  I  believe  that  any  rational 
woman  can  in  time  overcome  a  hopeless  affection; 
and  in  a  case  such  as  yours,  where  the  object  has 
proved  so  unworthy,  I  can  scarcely  imagine  any 
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difficulty  whatever.  Such  conduct  would  have 
been  to  me  a  violent  uprooting  of  all  regard;  and 
the  best  remedy  is  then  transplanting  it  into  a 
better  soil." 

"  Have  none  of  your  plants  ever  withered  and 
died  from  uprooting  and  transplanting?"  asked 
Cyrilla,  with  a  melancholy  smile,  as  she  saw  her 
sister  walk  towards  a  collection  of  exotics,  especial 
objects  of  her  care,  but  which,  having  been  sunk 
in  the  earth  for  the  summer  months,  had  been 
obliged  to  bear  the  brunt  of  the  past  storm.  Either 
they  had  been  sufficiently  bent  and  broken  to 
require  all  her  attention,  or  she  wished  to  end  a 
conversation  which  was  useless  and  painful.  The 
question  remained  unanswered,  and  when  Cyrilla 
saw  her  little  pale  hands  wandering  busily  among 
the  wrecks  of  leaves  and  blossoms,  she  turned 
into  the  house  with  a  sigh  of  regret  that  her 
interest  in  such  inanimate  objects  had  almost 
entirely  ceased. 

Nearly  an  hour  afterwards  Rupert  found  his 
cousin  still  occupied  with  her  injured  plants.  He 
stood  beside  her  for  a  few  minutes,  silently  watch- 
ing her  ;  but,  perceiving  that  she  had  no  intention 
of  either  looking  up  or  ceasing  her  occupation,  he 
observed,  in  a  low  voice,  ff  i^erjianda,  I  want  to 
speak  to  you."  -  -.     ,{ 

"  Speak I  can  listen  to  you  and  tie  up  these 

fuchsias  at  tlie  same  time.     Did  you  ever  see  any- 
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thing  so  beautiful  as  this  fulgeiis?  the  flowers  are 
quite  vermilion  coloured  ;  and  this  dear  little  mi- 
CTophylla^  still  so  tiny  that  the  other  plants  shade 
it  from  the  wind,  and " 

"  I  perceive  you  are  thinking  too  much  of  your 
fuchsias  to  attend  to  me,"  said  Eupert  5  but  he 
bent  down  with  his  usual  urbanity  to  examine  the 
plant. 

,  ^^  Cyrilla  has  told  me  so  much  about  the  gardens 
at  Freilands  that  I  naturally  concluded  you  liked 
flowers." 

^'O,  so  I  do but  just  at  present  3/0 i*  happen 

to  interest  me  a  thousand  times  more  than  the  gar- 
dens at  Freilands  or  anywhere  else ;  and  if  you  will 
allow  me  to  continue  our  last  conversation " 

"No,  thank  you,  Kupert,"  cried  Fernanda, hastily 
interrupting  him,  and  walking  towards  the  veranda, 
"  I  would  rather,  if  possible,  forget  it  altogether. 
You  can  easily  imagine  that  the  recollection  is  not 
agreeable  to  me." 

"Yet  I  cannot  help  considering  it  fortunate," 
said  Kupert,  "  that  you  so  candidly  told  me  you 
were  resolved  to  marry  as  soon  as  an  opportimity 
offered,  in  order  to  leave  my  aunt's  house.  It  in- 
duced me  to  seek  an  explanation  Avith  Glaneck  just 
now,  which  has  ended  most  satisfactorily.  K,  how- 
ever, you  do  not  feel  equal  or  inclined  to  discuss 

two  proposals  of  marriage  in  one  day,  w^hy I 

can  tell  him   to   come  a  little  earlier  to-morrow. 
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After  having  patiently  endured  the  alternations  of 
hope  and  fear  for  so  many  months  with  a  phlegm 
perfectly  inconceivable  to  me,  a  few  hours  more  or 
less  can  be  of  little  importance  to  him  now." 

"  I  don't understand you/'  said  Fernanda, 

turning  round. 

'^  Glaneck  has  desired  me  to  make  you  an  offer 
of  his  hand  in  the  most  approved  form.     My  aunt 

can  scarcely  disapprove or  you  either,  if  I  am 

not  greatly  mistaken." 

^^  Rupert Rupert,"  cried   Fernanda,  "you 

have  misunderstood  me,  and  misled  Count  Gla- 
neck!" 

"  Not  I,"  answered  Rupert,  "  though  I  may  have 
precipitated  matters.  He  had  long  made  up  his 
mind  to  ask  you  to  leave  Salzburg  with  him.  I 
say,  Fernanda,  what  will  my  aunt  say?" 

"  I  don't  know I  don't  care I but, 

Rupert,  you  expect  too  much  from  me.  I  cannot 
resolve  so  quickly ! " 

''  Incomprehensible ! "  exclaimed  Rupert.  "  You 
hesitate  about  Glaneck,  who  has  been  sincerely 
attached  to  you  for  several  months,  and  can  per- 
fectly understand  and  appreciate  you,  and  would 
have  accepted  Bockenheim,  who " 

"  You  need  not  point  out  the  difference  to  me,"  said 
Fernanda,  blushing.     "  1  am  perfectly  aware  of  it." 

"  I  am  sure  you  arc,"  said  Rupert ;  "  and  there- 
fore this  hesitation  on  your  ])art  surprises  me." 


94  CYRILLA. 

^^  Can  you  not  make  allowance  for  some  un- 
willingness to  accept  two  men  in  one  day?"  said 
Fernanda,  trying  to  laugh,  but  with  difficulty  re- 
straining her  tears. 

"  Pshaw !  forget  Bockenheim  altogether/'  cried 
Kupert.  ^'  You  will  have  enough  to  think  about, 
I  suspect ;  for  Glaneck  insists  that  opposition  from 
my  aunt  is  inevitable,  no  matter  whom  you  may 
choose,  as  she  determined,  even  before  your  mo- 
ther's death,  that  you  should  live  with  her  as  com- 
panion. In  fact,  she  plainly  told  him  so  about  the 
time  he  was  beginning  to  think  you  would  exactly 
suit  him  in  the  same  capacity." 

Fernanda  sat  down,  and  seemed  for  a  few  minutes 
to  think  profoundly. 

"  He  is  waiting  for  your  answer,"  said  Rupert, 
after  a  pause. 

"  I  suppose,"  she  said,  without  looking  up,  ^'  I 

ought  to  confess  to  him or  does  he  already 

know ?" 

"  He  knows  nothing,"  replied  Eupert ;  "  but  I 
recommend  you  to  be  perfectly  explicit  with  him. 
Concealments  on  such  occasions  only  lead  to  future 
embarrassments  and  annoyances.  He  is  not  un- 
reasonable in  his  expectations,  and  I  am  sure  will 
find  in  you  exactly  what  he  says  he  desires, — an 
excellent  mother  for  his  children,  and  an  agreeable 
companion  for  himself." 

"  I  hope  so,"  said  Fernanda,  with  a  decision  of 
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tone  that  perfectly  satisfied  Eupert,  and  induced 
him  to  make  a  sign  to  his  friend,  who  was  not  far 
distant,  to  approach.  When  Fernanda  again  looked 
up,  Count  Glaneck  stood  before  her ;  and  Eupert, 
with  an  exaggerated  pretence  of  silence  and  pre- 
caution, sprang  lightly  round  the  corner  of  the 
house,  and  disappeared. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

'"''  That  was  a  scene  !  "  cried  Rupert  the  next 
morning,  as  soon  as  he  found  himself  alone  with 
his  cousins.  ^'^  Only  prepared  for  an  ordinary 
storm,  we  were  overwhelmed  by  a  hurricane.  Often 
as  I  have  seen  my  aunt  irritated  or  angry,  any- 
thing like  what  took  place  last  night  I  never  wit- 
nessed. My  uncle  had  a  habit  of  teasing  her  when 
they  were  alone,  wdiich  sometimes  led  to  results 
rather  amusing  to  me  when  I  was  a  boy.  I  have 
heard,  too,  of  her  having  had  various  encoimters 
with  her  maid  of  a  description  bordering  on  the 
marvellous.  I  can  imagine  them  possible — can 
believe  anything  now !  " 

'^  My  uncle's  patience  must  often  have  been  put 
to  the  proof,"  observed  Fernanda. 

^'  Not  at  all,  I  assure  you.  To  him  she  was  by 
no  means  disagreeable, — sometimes  even  more  at- 
tentive than  he  liked  j   and  she  always  called  lilin 
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'  My  Gottfried.'  He  was  attached  to  her  in  his  own 
quiet  way,  too  ;  but  her  irritability  provoked  him 
to  amuse  himself  at  the  expense  of  her  temper.  It 
was  a  bad  habit  that,  with  all  the  aptitude  of  a 
schoolboy,  I  learned  from  him ;  and  so  he  uncon- 
sciously destroyed  any  feeling  of  respect  which,  as 
a  child,  I  might  have  acquired  for  her." 

"  It  would  not  have  outlived  your  childhood,  at 
all  events,"  said  Fernanda.  "  It  is  precisely  the 
littlenesses  of  her  character  that  make  her  so  in- 
tolerably unamiable." 

"  Just  so,"  said  Rupert ;  "  for,  excepting  the  oc- 
casional outbursts  of  wrath,  it  is  hard  to  say  in  what 
her  disagreeableness  actually  consists." 

"  It  is  difficult  to  define,  even  by  those  who  have 
suffered  from  it,"  rejoined  Fernanda ;  "  but  as  it  is 
said  that  trifles  make  the  sum  of  human  happiness, 
I  am  inclined  to  think  they  may  also  make  the  sum 
of  human  wretchedness.  Living  with  her,  one 
suffers  mentally  what  the  inhabitants  of  the  tropics 
suffer  personally  from  the  stings  and  bites  of  innu- 
merable insects." 

''  Not  a  bad  idea ;  and  now  that  we  have  abused 
her  to  our  hearts'  content,  let  us  decide  upon  what 
is  next  to  be  done.  That  she  refused  to  let  you 
marry  Bockenheim  was  all  fair ;  that  she  objects 
to  Glaneck  appears  so  outrageously  capricious  that 
I  can't  help  trying  to  discover  some  motive  stronger 
VOL.  II.  F 
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than  the  ostensible  one  of  considering  herself  ill- 
used  or  deceived.  You  must  tell  me  all  you  know 
about  my  uncle's  will,  as  far  as  you  are  concerned. 
I  was  in  Italy  when  he  died,  and  never  saw  it, 
though  I  remember  hearing  from  his  executor  on 
tlie  subject." 

"  But  you  know,  I  suppose,"  said  Fernanda, 
''that  my  aunt  was  so  angry  at  having  to  give 
my  mother  the  five  thousand  Friedrichs  d'or  be- 
queathed to  her,  that  for  many  years  she  never 
wrote  or  took  the  least  notice  of  us.  It  was  my 
uncle's  executor  who  informed  us  that  we  were 
to  receive  the  same  sum  each,  if  we  mamed  with 
her  consent." 

"  With  her  consent,"  repeated  Eupert.  "  O, 
then,  it  is  now  quite  evident  why  she  will  not 
give  it." 

"  The  will  was  oddly  worded,"  said  Fernanda. 
"  I  suppose  I  had  better  tell  you  all  about  it." 

''  Of  course." 

She  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and  then  said,  "  In 
case  of  your  choosing  to  marry  either  Cyrilla  or 

or  me my  aunt  is  also  released  from  the 

necessity  of  paying  the  five  thousand  Friedrichs 
d'or, — a  sum  of  that  kind  being  considered  of  no 
consequence  to  you,  and  there  being  so  little  doubt 
that  you  will  eventually  inherit  everything.  This 
clause  was  certainly  made  by  my  uncle,  in  order 
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to  induce  her  to  promote  your  marriage  w4th  Cy- 
rilla." 

"  Your  mother  of  course  considered  all  this  when 
she  consented  to  remove  to  Salzburg?" 

"  Undoubtedly." 

"  And  you  knew  it and  Cyrilla " 

"  Cyrilla  was  purposely  kept  in  ignorance " 

"Like  the  youngest  in  every  family,"  said  Cy- 
rilla, quietly,  "  I  was  considered  a  child  long  after 
I  had  ceased  to  be  one  ;  but  I  think  I  ought  to 
have  been  told  everything  before  I  went  to  Ex- 
fort." 

"  It  would  have  made  no  difference,"  said  Ru- 
pert, thoughtfully.  "  However,"  he  added,  quick- 
ly, "  let  us  not  think  of  what  is  past we  have 

a  long  future  before  us." 

"  My  future  will  be  a  continuation  of  my  pre- 
sent life,  without  chance  of  change  for  some  years," 

said  Cyrilla;  "and  then perhaps a  return 

to Melanie." 

"  Or  a  removal  to  me  as  soon  as  I  become  sta- 
tionary," said  Fernanda. 

"  You  had  better  consult  Count  Glaneck  before 
you  give  invitations,"  replied  Cyrilla,  with  a  faint 
smile. 

"  Let  us  rather  consult  him  about  this  provok- 
ing will  of  my  uncle's,"  said  Rupert. 

And  they  did  consult  him  ;  and  after  waiting  a 
few   days,   and  finding   the   ]5aroness   inexorable, 
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Fernanda,  at  his  request,  formally  renounced  her 
claim  to  her  uncle's  legacy  during  her  aunt's  life- 
time, on  condition  that  she  would  at  least  appa- 
rently consent  to  the  marriage,  and  prevent  their 
family  dissensions  becoming  a  subject  of  conversa- 
tion to  all  the  neighbourhood.  Greater  sacrifices 
have  often  been  made  for  appearance's  sake,  but 
Rupert  so  continually  referred  to  it — so  strenuously 
insisted  on  Fernanda's  refusing  the  Baroness's  pal- 
try presents,  and  receiving  her  trousseau  altogether 
from  him,  that  a  feeling  of  discomfort  prevailed 
sufficient  to  make  them  all  concur  in  hurrjnng  for- 
ward the  preparations  as  much  as  possible.  No 
one  did  so  more  willingly  than  Justine,  the  elderly 
and  tyrannical,  who,  without  a  word  of  dissent  on 
the  part  of  Count  Glaneck,  was  to  accompany  Fer- 
nanda to  Italy. 

During  the  three  succeeding  weeks  there  was  a 
good  deal  of  hurry  and  agitation  in  Fernanda's 
manner,  but  she  openly  and  constantly  expressed 
her  satisfaction  at  the  prospect  of  leaving  Salzburg, 
and  attended  to  the  minutest  details  of  her  trous- 
seau and  toilet  in  a  manner  that  Rupert  pronounced 
exemplary. 

The  double  marriage-ceremony  rendered  neces- 
sary by  the  different  religions,  was  a  greater  trial 
to  Cyrilla  than  her  sister ;  for  as  they  returned 
from  Salzburg,  and  found  the  Protestant  clergy- 
man, who  had  been  summoned  from  Bavaria,  wait- 
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ing  for  tliem  in  the  breakfast-room,  the  recollection 
of  Spa — her  own  mamage  and  subsequent  misery, 
nearly  overpowered  her.  Fernanda  was  perfectly 
calm.  She  took  leave  of  her  aunt  with  cold  com- 
posure, whispered  hopes  of  reunion  to  Cyrilla ;  but, 
as  Kupert  accompanied  her  down  stairs,  her  forti- 
tude suddenly  forsook  her,  and  tears,  as  plentiful  as 
ever  were  shed  by  parting  bride,  fell  from  her  eyes 
while  vainly  endeavouring  to  articulate  a  few  words 
of  thanks  ;  he  answered,  laughingly,  considering  it 
quite  natural,  proper,  and  a  matter  of  course,  that 
her  handkerchief  should  be  in  requisition  until  the 
carriage  had  turned  the  corner  of  the  street. 

No  sooner  had  her  sister  driven  from  the  door 
than  a  feeling  of  utter  loneliness  and  dismay  took 
possession  of  Cyrilla;  and  when  Eupert  approached 
to  take  leave,  she  yielded  to  a  violent  burst  of  grief, 
that  surprised  as  much  as  it  affected  him.  Endeav- 
ouring to  console  her  in  what  he  considered  the 
most  judicious  manner,  he  assured  her  that  Glaneck 
was  the  best  fellow  in  the  world ;  that  Fernanda 
would  lead  quite  a  jolly  sort  of  life  for  the  next  few 
years,  and  even  if  they  did  get  into  bad  quarters, 
they  had  interest  and  money  enough  to  effect  an 
exchange  into  another  regiment,  &c.  &c.  &c.,  and 
then  he  kissed  her  forehead  and  left  her as  un- 
conscious as  she  herself  that  more  than  half  the 
bitter  tears  for  which  he  felt  so  much  compassion 
might  have  been  placed  to  his  own  account — but  so 
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it  was.  His  boundless  generosity  to  her  sister — 
his  unwearied  kindness  to  herself,  and  good-hu- 
moured patience  with  her  reserve  —  his  cheerful- 
ness and  merry  laughter,  so  strongly  contrasting 
with  the  growing  gloom  and  ill-temper  of  her  aunt, 
had  not  failed  to  make  a  lasting  impression  on  her. 
The  very  restraint  which  she  had  considered  neces- 
sary to  impose  on  herself  in  her  intercourse  with 
him,  had  given  an  importance  not  only  to  his  most 
trifling  words  and  actions,  but  also  to  her  own  as 
far  as  they  concerned  him,  and  he  had  thus  nat- 
urally become  a  prominent  object — a  subject  of  in- 
cessant thought  and  speculation. 

His  absence  caused  a  dreary  blank  in  her  exist- 
ence, which,  however,  she  attributed  wholly  to  the 
loss  of  her  sister,  and  persisted  in  her  self-deception 
so  far  as  to  ascribe  the  greater  portion  of  her  un- 
easiness to  the  unselfish  fear  that  Fernanda  might 
entertain  recollections  of  Rupert  that  would  inter- 
fere with  her  happiness  ;  and  she  received  many 
letters  from  her  sister  before  she  allowed  herseK  to 
be  convinced  that  further  anxiety  on  her  account 
would  be  absm'd. 

Then  it  was  that  she  began  to  expect  a  return  of 
at  least  that  degree  of  peace  of  mind  or  resignation 
which  she  had  acquired  before  Rupert's  visit — in- 
stead of  it,  she  felt  herself  daily  becoming  more 
and  more  impatient  of  the  bonds  that  bound  her. 
It  was  in  vain  she  sought  to  dispel  her  cares  in  the 
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society  of  their  now  constant  visiter,  Mademoiselle 
Bockenheim.  The  young  lady  was  of  the  very 
commonest  description  of  garrison  town  belle,  and 
Cyrilla  was  soon  tired  of  hearing  of  the  officers, 
their  sayings  and  doings,  speculations  as  to  who 
could  or  would  marry,  and  wild  definitions  of  the 
passion  or  sentiment  of  love,  remarkable  for  noth- 
ing but  their  endless  variety.  At  length,  in  a  fit  of 
unconquerable  despondency,  she  wrote  to  Melanie 
requesting  her  to  enter  into  negotiations  with  Zorn- 
dorff,  and  to  use  all  her  influence  to  find  out  from 
him,  if  it  were  not  possible,  privately,  to  annul  a 
marriage  so  privately  contracted. 

The  answer  was,  that  he  declined  speaking  on 
the  subject  to  any  one  excepting  Cyrilla  herself, 
and  from  Melanie  a  pressing  invitation  to  return  to 
Exfort.  To  this  she  would  not  consent  without 
some  explicit  declaration  from  Zorndorff — and  this 
he  avoided ;  while  his  messages  were  of  an  am- 
biguity calculated  to  keep  alive  her  hopes,  and  in- 
duce her  to  continue  a  correspondence  which  he 
ardently  desired,  as  the  only  attainable  means  of 
obtaining  even  indirect  communication  with  lier, 
and  in  the  hope  of  preserving  the  interest  which  he 
never  for  a  moment  doubted  she  still  felt  in  eveiy- 
thing  that  concerned  him. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

Cyrilla's  life  for  more  than  a  year  and  a  half  was 
of  the  most  monotonous  description  that  can  be 
well  imagined, — not  the  respectable  and  satisfactory 
monotony  of  a  succession  of  domestic  duties  in  the 
fulfilment  of  which,  while  promoting  her  own  hap- 
piness, she  could  essentially  conduce  to  that  of 
others, — but  in  the  insipid  pleasures  and  vain  pui'- 
suits  of  the  world.  To  her  aunt  a  constant  round 
of  luxm'ious  dissipation,  a  continual  pursuit  of 
amusement,  had  become  second  natiu-e  ,*  and  as  the 
winter  approached,  Cyrilla  was  slowly  and  imwil- 
lingly  drawn  into  the  same  mode  of  life  that  she 
had  formerly  fomid  so  fascinating,  but  which  no 
longer  possessed  for  her  a  single  charm, — not  all 
the  attention  and  adulation  now  offered  her  could 
for  a  moment  make  her  forget  her  blighted  hopes 
or  cheerless  future, — they  served,  however,  to  raise 
her  in  the  estimation  of  her  aunt,  who  enjoyed  to 
a  certain  degree  the  reflection  of  her  popularity. 
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and  was  proportionably  contented  and  free  from  hei 
usual  cloudiness  of  aspect. 

The  succeeding  summer  wore  away  in  painful 
recollections  and  useless  regrets;  the  winter  fol- 
lowed,— and,  without  one  fi'iend  or  companion  whose 
society  could  save  her  from  the  apathy  which  had 
begun  to  pervade  both  mind  and  body,  she  was 
again  preparing  to  commence  another  tiresome 
carnival,  when  once  more  Rupert  surprised  them 
with  a  visit.  No  magic  wand  ever  produced  a 
more  complete  change  than  his  presence  caused  in 
that  gloomy  house  :  the  inhabitants  seemed  sud- 
denly enlivened,  the  Baroness  became  almost  hos- 
pitable, the  old  walls  echoed  to  the  sound  of 
revelry,  the  mirrors  reflected  masks  and  pageants, 
Cyrilla's  eyes  brightened  and  the  colour  returned  to 
her  cheek,  again  she  danced  without  complaining 
of  fatigue,  no  day  was  too  cold  for  sledging,  no 
walk  too  long,  if  Rupert  were  of  the  party;  there 
was  an  alacrity  about  the  servants,  a  visible  wish 
to  be  employed,  though  ever  so  remotely,  in  his 
service,  the  very  dogs  snarled  less,  and  the  parrot 
was  loquacious  from  sympathy,  and  witliout  the 
usual  bon  bon  bribes. 

It  was  remarkable  that  though  Rupert  still  pro- 
fessed to  think  the  Austrian  officers  the  pleasantest 
companions  imaginable,  he  seldom  or  never  sought 
their  society ;  but,  after  having  gravely  informed 
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Ms  aunt  that  his  hahits  had  become  singularly 
domestic  of  late,  he,  to  her  infinite  satisfaction, 
spent  the  greater  part  of  each  morning  either  in 
her  drawing-room,  or  in  a  little  apartment  with  a 
single  window  and  northern  aspect,  which  his 
cousin  had  converted  into  a  studio.  Cyrilla's  plea- 
sure on  seeing  him  had  been  too  great  for  conceal- 
ment. So  long  without  friend  or  companion,  what 
could  be  more  natural  than  that  she  should  be 
insensibly  drawn  into  frequent  and  interesting  con- 
versations ;  and,  excepting  on  one  subject,  which 
was  never  approached  by  him,  they  could  speak 
without  the  slightest  reserve.  He  sat  beside  her 
when  she  worked,  near  her  when  she  painted ;  and, 
while  trying  to  persuade  herself  that  he  had  ceased 
to  think  of  hei'  otherwise  than  as  a  cousin,  she 
supposed  it  unnecessary  to  avoid  his  society,  as  she 
had  done  during  his  former  visit,  and  Eupert  re- 
quired a  very  short  time  to  discover  that,  by 
degrees,  he  might  claim  her  time  and  attention 
altogether.  Quietly  and  imperceptibly  he  assumed 
the  place  assigned  him  by  his  aunt,  ceded  to  him 
by  others,  and  as  in  such  cases  is  usual.  It  was 
nearly  the  same  thing  whether  they  were  at  home 
or  abroad,  inclination  and  the  considerate  non- 
interference of  all  their  acquaintance  alike  facili- 
tated their  intercouse,  and  induced  them  to  become 
almost  exclusively  occupied  with  each  other.     It 


CYRILLA.  107 

was  considered  a  settled  affair,  to  which  no  one 
had  any  right  to  object,  and  soon  even  ceased  to  be 
a  subject  of  discussion. 

At  length,  Rupert's  leave  of  absence  drew  to  a 
close ;  and  he  announced  his  intention  of  returning 
to  Exfort,  where  his  regiment  had  already  been 
some  time  in  garrison. 

'^  You  will,  of  course,  have  some  explanation 
with  Cyrilla  before  you  leave,"  said  his  aunt. 

"  Yes ;  I  think  I  shall  advise  her  to  return  to 
Exfort  as  soon  as  possible.  She  said  the  other  day 
that  she  wished  to  do  so." 

^^  With  you,  perhaps?" 

^^  I  did  not  exactly  mean  that ;  but  if  you  have 
no  objection,  I'm  sure  I  have  none.  I  thought,  for 
propriety's  sake,  we  should  have  required  some 
one,  like  old  Justine,  with  us ;  in  case,  however, 
that  you  consider  Ursula  an  eligible  travelling- 
companion,  we  shall  make  no  difficulties  whatever. 
I  have  even  little  doubt  of  being  able  to  persuade 
Cyrilla  to  leave  to-morrow !  " 

"  But,  Kupert,  you  misunderstand  me — com- 
pletely,— and,  what  is  worse — poor  Cyrilla  too. 
Surely  you  cannot  any  longer  be  blind  to  her  at- 
tachment?" 

"  Our  relationship  is  so  near,  that  it  is  difficult 
to  ascertain  what  degree  of  regard  she  may  have 
bestowed  on  me " 
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'^  This  is  a  base  subterfuge,  unworthy  of  an  Ad- 
lerkron !  "  exclaimed  his  aunt. 

"  Strong  language,"  said  Rupert,  laughing.   "You 
will  compel  me  to  run  the  chance  of  being  refused." 

"  She  dare  not  refuse  !  "  cried  his  aunt,  going  to- 
wards the  door  ;   "  she  must  not  even  demur " 

"  Stay  !  "  cried  Rupert ;  "  I  will  have  no  com- 
pulsion on  either  side.  Just  leave  me  to  manage 
my  own  affairs,  will  you,"  he  added,  as  he  passed 
her,  and  walked  slowly  and  thoughtfully  through 
the  suite  of  rooms  at  the  end  of  which  was  Cyrilla's 
little  studio.  Having  found  that  oil-painting,  with 
its  absorbing  interests,  was  the  most  effectual 
means  of  banishing  her  painful  reminiscences,  she 
had  latterly  spent  hours  at  her  easel.  The  sub- 
jects of  her  paintings  were  chiefly  views  of  the  sur- 
rounding coimtry,  which,  contrary  to  her  usual 
habits,  she  finished  carefully,  as  they  were  destined 
to  serve  as  contributions  to  the  different  charities 
in  the  neighbourhood ;  and  she  felt  a  sort  of  satis- 
faction in  the  idea  that  her  time  was  not  altogether 
misspent,  for  the  paintings  soon  found  purchasers, 
and  the  sums  obtained  for  them  were  by  no  means 
inconsiderable.  Accustomed  to  Rupert's  visits,  she 
did  not  even  look  up  as  he  entered.  A  nice  ob- 
server might  have  perceived  a  slight  flush  pass 
across  her  face  as  she  bent  over  her  palette :  she 
herself  was  conscious  that  her  hand  had  lost  its 
steadiness ;  and,  while  Rupert  sat  down  silently  on 
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the  old-fashioned  sofa,  she  rose,  threw  aside  her 
painting-wrapper,  and,  without  looking  at  him, 
asked  his  opinion  of  her  "  cloud  on  mountain." 

''  Very  pretty — extremely  natural." 

^'  You  are  not  looking  at  it,  and  I  rather  ex- 
pect you  to  say  something  civil  about  the  smoke 
of  my  burning  weeds  close  to  the  lake.  I  wish 
you  had  been  with  us  last  summer  when  I  made 
the  sketch ;  I  dare  say  the  Hinter  lake  woukl 
have  appeared  quite  different  had  I  seen  it  with 
you!" 

"  Indeed  ?  And  what  difference  would  my  pre- 
sence have  made  ?" 

^'  You  would  have  lent  me  your  bright  coloured 
glasses  to  look  through." 

"  Literally  or  metaphorically?"  asked  Rupert. 

'^Both,"  replied  Cyrilla,  smiling,*  ''  I  intend  you 
to  give  me  those  coloured  glasses  when  you  are 
about  to  leave  Salzburg." 

"  Then  they  will  be  yours  to-night — for  I  re- 
turn to  Exfort  to-moiTow." 

"I   thought   you   said you   had applied 

for  prolonged  leave  of  absence?" 

^'  Stauffen  has  written  to  request  me  to  return 
without  delay,  as  he  wishes  to  go  to  his  father  who 
is  ill." 

^'  I  do  wish  you  would  leave  the  army,  Eupert ; 
it  seems  such  an  unnecessary  constraint  that  you 
put  upon  your  actions." 
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^^  Perhaps  so  ;  but  as  it  is,  at  the  same  time,  my 
profession,  occupation,  and,  at  present,  my  chief 
subject  of  interest,  you  must  offer  to  give  me  an 
equivalent  if  I  give  it  up.  I  am,  however,  quite 
ready  to  capitulate " 

"  I  don't  understand  you." 

"  You  wish  me  to  leave  the  army — I  will  do 
so  on  certain  conditions — the  first  is,  that  you  re- 
turn forthwith  to  Exfort." 

''  O,  most  willingly,  most  gladly,"  she  ex- 
claimed, eagerly,  ^'  it  would  be  dreadfal  to  remain 
here  now  without  you ;  and  as  Melanie  will  proba- 
bly spend  the  greater  part  of  the  summer  at  Frei- 

lands,  Exfort  has  lost  half  its  terrors  for  me 

but  do  you  think  my  aunt  will  consent?" 

"  She  will,  if  you  agree  to  my  second  stipula- 
tion, which  will  save  her  precisely  the  sum  of 
five  thousand  Friedrichs  d'or !  I  believe  that  is 
what  my  uncle  decreed  that  you  or  Fernanda  shoidd 
pay  for  me?" 

"  Oh,  Rupert,  say  any  thing  but  that,"  cried 
Cyrilla,  interrupting  him  hastily ;  ''it  cannot  be 
I  dare  not  listen  to  you." 

''Surely  you  are. jesting,  Cyrilla.  You  cannot 
all  this  time  have  been  amusmg  yourself  at  my 
expense?"  he  paused  for  an  answer,  waited  for  a 
look,  a  gesture,  in  vain.  Cyrilla,  pale  as  death, 
stood  silently  beside  the  sofa,  her  eyes  fixed  on  the 
ground  with  an  expression  of  tlie  deepest  anguisli. 
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^^Now,  then,"  he  continued,  slightly  frowning, 
"  you  must  listen  to  me.  When  two  years  ago 
you  answered  as  you  have  done  now,  I  felt  pained 
and  sorry,  but  not  angry  with  you,  though  a  little 
with  myself,  for  having  mistaken  this  same  liking, 
as  you  call  it,  for  love.  I  had  also,  by  my  foolish 
remarks  about  relationship,  prevented  you  from 
thinking  of  me ;  but  this  is  no  longer  the  case.  If 
you  indeed  merely  like  me,  I  must  say  you  have 
lately  acted  with  unparalleled  coquetry.  If  your 
motive  for  inducing  me  to  remain  here  has  been 
mere  vanity,  or  a  selfish  desire  to  be  relieved  from 
the  tedium  of  my  aunt's  society,  it  is  quite  unpar- 
donable ;  for  you  have  been  at  the  same  time  trifling 
with  my  happiness,  acting  with  the  greatest  dupli- 
city,— acting,  that  is  the  word,  you  have  acted — 
played  a  part — pretended  to  love.  I  am  ashamed," 
he  added  vehemently,  "  ashamed  to  think  of  the 
manner  in  which  I  have  wasted  my  time  here, 
watching  for  such  worthless  looks  and.  smiles,  and 
listening  to  such  heartless  assurances  of  esteem  !" 

^^  Oh,  Rupert spare  me I  did  not  mean 

it I I  cannot  help  liking  you so  much 

oh,  so  very  much  !" 

"  Hang  your  liking,"  he  cried  impetuously,  start- 
ing from  his  seat,  "  it  is  love  and  not  liking  that  1 
want." 

"  But  if  I  say  love — you  will  expect  me  to — to 
marry  3"0u." 
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''Most  undoubtedly^"  he  answered,  with  a  height- 
ened colour,  a  look  of  uncertainty,  and  then  a  sud- 
den smile,  as  he  once  more  placed  himself  beside 
her. 

"  I  cannot I  dare  not the  very  thought 

is  wrong,"  cried  Cp'illa,  anxiously. 

"  What  on  earth  do  you  mean  ?"  asked  Rupert ; 
and  then  he  added  slowly,  "  If  Zomdorff  were  still 
unmari'ied,  I  could  suspect — I  might  imagine  that 
you  had  some  engagement  with  him." 

Cyrilla  turned  away  her  head  and  remained  si- 
lent. 

"  So,"  continued  Rupert  reproachfully,  "though 
he  has  notoriously  bartered  his  handsome  person 
for  money — though  he  forgot  the  vows  I  have  no 
doubt  he  made  you — though  he  is  the  husband  of 
another  woman — you  love  him  still !" 

••  Oh  no,  no,  no,"  cried  Cp'illa,  in  great  agita- 
tion. 

"  Then  you  have  chosen  some  one  else,  and  have 
been  using  me  as  a  blind this  is  perfectly  in- 
sufferable I" 

"  No,  Rupert,  no.     I  am  not  so  worthless  as  you 

suppose.     I  have  been  weak  but  not  wicked 

Oh,  be  still  my  dear  kind  cousin :  have  patience 
with  me,  and  pardon  me  if  you  can." 

"When  I  feel  less  than  I  do  just  now,"  he  an- 
swered bitterly,  "  I  may  perhaps  be  able  to  do  so  ; 
for  the  present  you  must  allow  me  to  decline  the 
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continuance  of  an  intimacy  that  can  bring  me  no- 
thing but  mortification  and  disappointment.  You 
may  be  quite  sure,"  he  added,  bestowing  an  angry 
■  glance  on  her  pale  cheek  and  quivering  lip,  "  that 
I  shall  henceforward  avoid  meeting  you  until  I  can 
see  you  with  the  indifference — you  deserve." 

As  he  strode  quickly  through  the  doorway,  Cy- 
rilla  stood  up,  pressed  her  hands  tightly  together, 
struggled  violently  with  her  grief,  until  she  sup- 
posed him  out  of  hearing,  and  then  burying  her 
face  in  the  cushion  of  the  sofa,  wept  as  she  had 
done  but  once  before  in  her  life ;  her  suppressed 
sobs  shook  her  whole  frame,  and  it  was  some  time 
before  she  became  conscious  that  an  arm  was 
clasped  round  her,  which  gently  endeavoured  to 
raise  her  from  her  wretchedness.  "  Cyrilla,  dar- 
ling," whispered  Rupert,  "  forgive  me;  I  have  been 
ungenerous — unkind — I  ought  not  to  have  thought 
of  myself of  what  consequence  is  my  happi- 
ness compared  to  yours  !" 

''  Oh,  Rupert,"  cried  Cyrilla  passionately,  "  do 
not  leave  me if  you  forsake  me  I  shall  be  ut- 
terly friendless." 

"  Forsake  you dear  love,  I  never  thought  of 

such  a  thing !  Shall  I  write  to  Stauffen  and  tell 
him  he  must  wait  a  few  weeks  longer  ?  or  will  you 
let  Melanie  know  that  she  may  come  herself  or 
send  for  you?" 

"  Oh,  take  me  away  from  this  place,"  cried  Cy- 
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rilla,  as  with  still  streaming  eyes,  and  unsteady 
hand,  she  drew  a  letter  from  her  pocket.  ^'  Let 
me  again  see  looks  of  affectionj  and  hear  words  of 

kindness  ;  take  me  to  Melanie This  letter,"  she 

continued,  with  a  slight  blush,  '^  is  from  her,  and 
very  long.  I  should  rather  not  read  it  to  you  ; 
but  here  are  a  few  lines  enclosed  from  the  Presi- 
dent, containing  a  most  kind  and  pressing  invita- 
tion. I  did  not  think  he  could  feel  so  warmly  to- 
wards any  one." 

"  You  don't  know  him,"  said  Kupert,  "  how 
could  you  ? — his  own  wife  is  scarcely  acquainted 
with  him." 

"  She  is  afraid  of  him,"  rejoined  Cyrilla;  '^  in  fact, 
so  am  I,  and  so  is  every  one  in  his  house  5  but  I  w^ould 
rather  live  with  him  than  with  my  aunt.  His  let- 
ter has  convinced  me  that  he  likes  me,  and  wishes 
my  return  ;  and,  though  he  is  a  severe  man,  he  is 

not  ill-tempered  or  tiresome  about  trifles but 

why  should  I  not  tell  the  truth,  and  say  at  once  I 
wish  for  Melanie's  society,  and  a  continuance  of  your 
affection."  ""  ■  ^'^'■'   -" 

"You  shall  have  it,"  cried  Kupert,  warriily ;'  "  and 
without  any  selfish  alloy  in  future  :  never  will  I  for- 
get that  I  am  your  cousin,  and  ouIt/  your  cousin  ; 
never  again  shall  you  hear  a  word  which  might  im- 
ply that  I  ever  had  wished  it  otherwise." 

Cyrilla  blushed  so  deeply,  that  she  turned  quite 
away  from  him. 
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^^  But,"  continued  Rupert,  "  you  too  must  change 
your  manner,  or  we  sliall  never  get  on.  I  am  not 
vainer  than  other  men,  I  believe,  but  I  am  neither 
a  stock  nor  a  stone  ;  and  if  you  blush  or  grow  pale 
every  time  I  speak  to  you,  as  you  have  done  lately, 

why I  cannot  help  thinking  that,  after  all,  you 

do  like  me  better  than  people  generally  like  their 
cousins." 

"  And  if  I  did,  it  would  be  of  little  avail,  bound 
as  I  am " 

"  Bound  !  "  exclaimed  Rupert ;  ^'  how  so  ?  " 

^^  In  a  way  that  I  cannot  explain,  though  I  think 
it  my  duty  to  tell  you  of  it." 

"But  not  to  ZorndorfF surely  not  to  Zom- 

dorff?"  cried  Rupert,  anxiously. 

"  Unfortunately,  yes  ;  and  by  vows  from  which 
he  alone  can  make  me  free." 

"  His  marriage  must  have  released  you  from  any 
promise  you  may  have  made  him,"  said  Rupert, 
quickly. 

Cyrjilla  shook  her  head. 

"  He  has  evidently  taken  some  ungenerous  ad- 
vantage of  yom'  inexperience,"  continued  Rupert  j 
"  but  I  will  go  to  him,  insist  on  an  explanation, 
and "i/OT  \5;\u'     r;iiii  .n^ 

"  Stay,"  Cried  Cyrilla,  interrupting  him  ;  "  if  you 
speak  in  this  way,  you  will  make  me  deeply  regret 
my  partial  confession,  and  prevent  me  from  ever 
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speaking  to  you  again  about  this  deplorable  and  sole 
impediment  to  our  union." 

^'  Sole  impediment !"  he  repeated,  joyfully. 

"  No,  no  ;  I  did  not  mean  to  say  that I " 

"  Do  not  retract,"  said  Eupert,  smiling;  '•'•  but  let 
me  suppose  that  some  religious  or  moral  scruple  is 
all  that  separates  us  in  future." 

'^  Would  that  it  were  only  a  scruple,"  answered 
Cyrilla,  with  a  sigh.  "  Melanie  writes  in  this  let- 
ter, that  Count  ZomdorfF  seems  of  late  more  disposed 
to  relent,  and  she  thinks  he  might  be  induced  to  re- 
lease me  were  I,  as  he  requires,  to  apply  personally 
to  him.  This  is  a  refinement  of  cruelty  of  which  I 
did  not  think  him  capable."  ,^,  j„^^^, .  ^.  _  .;  j„,^ 

"  I  might  have  guessed  that  something  of  this 
kind  had  occmTcd,"  cried  Kupert,  bitterly.  "  I 
might  have  known  that  no  woman  could  interest 
him,  without  suffering  in  some  way  or  other  !  Will 
you  not  allow  mc  to  insist  on  his  releasing  you  from 
this  promise,  which  most  probably  would  only  be 
considered  binding  by  a  person  of  extraordinary 
probity?" 

''  No,  Kupert,  you  must  leave  all  that  to  me  ;  in- 
terference on  your  part  can  only  serve  to  increase 
my  difficulties." 

"  But,"  began  Eupert,  "  it  may  be  my  duty,  as 
your  nearest  relation,  to " 

"  It  will  never  be  your  duty,  for  you  can  only 
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injure  me.     Promise  to  preserve  my  secret,  let  what 

will  happen,  or I  never  can never  dare  speak 

to  you  about  him  again." 

Rupei-t  hesitated. 

''  Promise,"  cried  Cyrilla,  beseechingly,  ^^  pro- 
mise, or  you  compel  me  to  remain  here,  and  resign 
my  last  chance  of  happiness." 

Rupert  promised,  most  unwillingly,  and,  after  a 
pause,  said  slowly  :  "  You  are  aware,  Cyrilla,  that 
a  marriage  is  sufficient  to  annul  all  previous  engage- 
ments." 

"  I  know  it  does  in  most  cases,  though  not  in 
mine.  Do  not  ask  me  any  questions,  but  get 
my  aunt  to  consent  to  my  retm^n  to  Exfort  with- 
out delay." 

''  I  can  promise  her  joyful  acquiescence  if  you 
will  consent  to  an  engagement  with  me." 

''  But "   began   Cyrilla,   turning    deadly 

pale. 

"  Don't  look  so  terrified,  you  inexplicable  girl," 
cried  Rupert,  laughing;  ''I  understand  perfectly 
that  for  the  present  it  is  merely  conditional.  I  do 
not  intend  even  to  speak  of  it  to  you  for  three 
months,  or  ask  your  final  decision  for  six !  Can 
any  thing  be  more  liberal  than  that  ?" 

"No,  certainly,"  murmured  Cyrilla;  "but  sup- 
pose he  should  refuse  after  all  to " 

^'  He  cannot  refuse,"  cried  Rupert,  indignantly, 
"  that  is,  if  he  have  human  feelings,  and  hitherto  I 
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have  considered  him  a  gentlemanlike  kind  of  vil- 
lain. Now  that  I  see  you  can  speak  of  him  calmly, 
I  must  tell  you  how  much  I  regret  not  having 
known  that  he  was  actually  betrothed  to  Made- 
moiselle de  Sommerfeld  when  we  were  at  Frei- 
lands ;  it  might  have  prevented  you  from  making 
rash  promises." 

"  You  said  enough  to  warn  me/'  replied  Cyrilla. 
''  Melanie  had  not  heard  of  it,  and  when  we  spoke 
to  him  on  the  subject,  he  in  some  way  evaded  our 
questions,  and  gave  me  to  understand  that  only  his 
father  desired  the  marriage,  and  that  on  her  in- 
heriting her  brother's  fortune,  he  had  written  to 
say,  that  the  disparity  in  their  circumstances  was 
greater  than  he  could  endure,  and  so  the  supposed 
engagement  had  ended." 

''  But,"  said  Rupert,  ^'  he  forgot  to  tell  you  that 
this  enormous  increase  of  fortune  did  not  become 
intolerable  to  him  until  he  had  seen  you.  It  was 
several  months  after  her  brother's  death,  in  fact 
the  evening  he  left  Freilands,  that  he  wrote,  or  ra- 
ther despatched  this  remarkable  letter.  I  remem- 
ber his  saying,  that  he  had  one  ready  for  date  and 

seal  in  his  writing  desk he  waited  until  he  had 

spoken  to  you  before  he  sent  it  off." 

"  I  am  afraid  you  are  right,"  said  Cyrilla,  thought- 
fully ;  "I  was  blinded — infatuated  at  that  time,  in 
a  manner  which  appears  quite  incomprehensible 
to  me  now." 
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"  I  suspect  Melanie  tied  the  bandage  over  your 
ejes,"  observed  Rupert. 

"  Not  so,"  replied  Cyrilla  ;  "  but  she  has  since 
endeavoured  to  keep  it  there." 

"  Then  it  is  better  you  should  hear  the  whole 
truth  from  me,  and  on  your  account  I  was  suffi- 
ciently interested  in  this  affair  to  make  minute 
inquiries.  From  the  time  that  old  Sommerfeld 
retired  from  his  bank,  he  and  his  family  were  sel- 
dom in  Berlin.  People  said  that  his  daughter  was 
inclined  to  somnambulism,  sleepwaking,  nervous 
attacks,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing ;  there  was  a 
good  deal  of  mystery  about  her  altogether,  and  she 
was  long  very  dangerously  ill.  When  Zorndorff 
married  her,  he  certainly  did  not  expect  her  to  live 
as  she  is  now  likely  to  do." 

Cyrilla  shuddered. 

"  He  ought  to  have  told  you  the  true  state  of  the 
case,"  continued  Rupert ;  "  and  though  it  would 
have  been  bad  enough  breaking  off  an  engagement 
of  so  many  years'  standing,  still  that  monstrous  in- 
crease of  fortune  was  a  gentlemanly  sort  of  excuse 
that  I  can  understand ;  and  as  they  say  he  never 
cared  for  her,  and  had  been  from  the  first  wholly 
actuated  by  motives  of  interest,  I  cannot  imagine 
her  being  so  weak  as  to  insist  on  a  marriage,  if  he 
had  told  her  honestly  that  he  liked  some  one  else 
better.  I  have  reason,  however,  to  believe  that  he 
entered  into  no  explanation  whatever ;  but  satisfied 
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his  conscience  or  his  inclinations  by  treating  her 
with  such  remarkable  neglect  and  coldness,  that  it 
almost  became  evident  he  wished  to  provoke  a 
quarrel — instead  of  which,  she  bore  his  ill  usage 
with  exemplary  patience,  and  never  complained, 
though  it  is  said  she  had  a  return  of  sleeping  fits, 
or  fainting  fits,  in  consequence." 

'■''  I  heard  also,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  that  he  had  some 
terrible  scenes  with  his  father." 

"  Why  yes ;  the  General  got  into  a  rage,  and 
said,  if  he  were  not  his  son,  he  should  consider  it 
his  duty  to  shoot  him.  But  it  was  not  that,  or  the 
fear  of  being  shot  by  any  one,  that  moved  Zom- 
dorff ;  it  was  old  Sommerfeld's  consenting  to  set- 
tle his  whole  fortune  in  reversion  on  him,  in  case 
his  daughter  should  die  childless ;  add  to  this  the 
apparently  dying  state  of  the  daughter,  and  Zorn- 
dorff 's  inordinate  longing  for  wealth,  and  you  will 
comprehend  that  he  sold  himself  less  unwillingly 
than  Melanie  has  thought  proper  to  let  you  know." 
^^  And  you  call  this  gentlemanlike  villany?" 
said  Cyrilla  in  a  low  voice. 

"  It  is,  at  least,  the  sort  of  villany  most  com- 
monly practised  by  those  denominated  noblemen 
and  gentlemen ;  they  often  sell  themselves,  per- 
haps a  little  less  notoriously  than  ZorndorfF;  and 
as  to  engagements,  one  sees  the  most  publicly 
contracted  broken  off.  Now,  you  must  remember 
that  yours  with  him  was  not  public,  not  known  at 
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all  in  fact,  tlioiigli  it  may  have  been  suspected  by 
a  few.  I — a — suppose  I  may  take  it  for  granted 
that  you  have  altogether  ceased  to  care  for  him?" 

"You  may,"  replied  Cyrilla,  with  a  firmness 
that  made  Eupert  suspect  some  other  feeling  had 
replaced  the  affection  that  had  caused  her  so  much 
sorrow. 

"  You  were  so  very  young,"  said  Eupert,  ''  that 
it  was  scarcely  to  be  expected  the  impression  made 
would  be  sufficiently  strong  to  bear,  not  only 
absence,  but  faithlessness  ;  that  Zorndorff  thought 
so  too  is  evident,  or  he  would  never  have  exacted 
a  promise  from  you,  which  seems  to  have  been  of 
an  unusally  solemn  description." 

Cyrilla  did  not  speak — she  could  not,  and  Eupert 
continued :  "  I  have  now  little  doubt  that  he  hoped 
to  bind  you  by  a  religious  vow  or  moral  obligation, 
in  order  to  constrain  you  to  await  his  wife's  death. 
Can  you  submit  to  a  continuance  of  such  a  posi- 
tion?" He  paused,  Cyrilla  still  remained  silent, 
and  he  added,  "  My  aunt  is  waiting  to  hear  the 
result  of  our  conference — you  must  allow  me  to 
hint  at  a  marriage  in  perspective,  if  you  wish  to 
part  amicably  from  her," 

"  But — but — remember  we  have  no  engagement 
whatever — never  forget  that,  Eupert — I  cannot — 
must  not — dare  not " 

"  O,  I  understand — we  understand  each  other  at 
last,  I  hope.     Leave  everything  to  me  now,  and 
VOL.  II.  (i 
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don't  attempt  any  kind  of  explanation  with  my 
aunt." 

As  he  soon  after  entered  the  drawing-room  with 
unusual  gravity,   the  Baroness  looked  up   impa- 
tiently, and  called  out,  "  Well  ? — you  have  been 
so  long  absent  that  I  really  began  to  imagine  that 
foolish  girl  had  dared  to  make  difficulties." 
"  She  makes  none  about  going  to  Exfort." 
"  But  about  your  marriage?" 
"  O,  pray  don't  trouble  yourself,"  said  Kupert, 
with  affected  carelessness  ;  ^'  there  is  no  necessity 
for  being  in  a  hurry — Cyrilla  and  I  agree  perfectly 
on  that  point — we  think  that,  no  unforeseen  obstacles 
occurring,  in  about  a  year  or  so  it  may  come  off." 
"Come  off?" 

"  Yes — and  be  got  up  with  all  imaginable  splen- 
dom*." 

The  Baroness  rose  with  unusual  impetuosity, 
and  in  a  harsh  voice,  which  echoed  through  the 
long  suite  of  apartments,  called  Cyrilla.  She  came 
slowly  and  unwillingly,  cast  an  anxious  glance 
towards  Rupert,  wlio,  leaning  back  in  a  chair, 
answered  it  by  a  look  of  intelligence  that  greatly 
reassured  her.  "  I  hope,"  said  her  aunt,  frowning, 
"  I  hope  you  are  not  the  cause  of  this  absurd  and 
most  unnecessarj^delay  ?  " 

"It  is  neither  absurd  nor  unnecessary,"  inter- 
posed Rupert.  "  I  do  not  choose  to  be  hurried  on 
so  very  important  an  occasion  ;  and  as  you  are 
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SO  ungrateful  for  my  recent  obedience  to  your 
commands,  I  retract  the  promise  which  I  was  dis- 
posed to  make  to  Cyrilla  half  an  hour  ago,  and 
altogether  decline  being  bound  by  any  sort  of  en- 
gagement !" 

"Rupert!"  cried  his  aunt,  reproachfully,  "if 
you  only  knew  how  much  your  uncle  desired  this 
connexion?" 

"  You  ought  to  have  told  me  that  two  years  ago,' ' 
he  answered,  "  and  of  his  queer  will  too — he  might 
just  as  well  never  have  named  my  cousins,  as  to 
have  left  them  so  completely  in  your  power  !" 

"  How  you  harp  on  that  detestable  subject, 
Rupert!" 

"  The  manner  in  which  poor  dear  Fernanda  has 
been  done  out  of  her  little  fortune  for  so  many 
years  is  perfectly  scandalous  ! " 

"  She  deserved  it,  for  carrying  on  a  system  of 
deception  in  my  house  for  nearly  ten  months,"  said 
the  Baroness,  who,  with  the  facility  possessed  by 
most  people,  had  discovered  a  plausible  mode  of 
justification, not  only  to  others  but  to  herself, — "  that 
was  scandalous  ! " 

"  But  I  have  told  you  twenty  times  she  never 
thought  of  Glaneck  until  the  evening  you  were  in- 
formed of  it.  Surely  the  affair  with  Bockenheim 
must  make  it  evident  to  you  ?" 

"  No,"  said  his  aunt,  "  nothing  will  ever  make 
it  evident  to  me ;  so  let  us  say  no  more  about  the 


{ 
124  CYRILLA. 

matter.  As  to  Cyrilla,  she  shall  not  leave  my 
house  or  protection  without  being  engaged  to  you  ; 
so  if  you  wish  to  see  her  at  Exfort,  you  had  better 

put  this  ring  on  her  finger,  and "     She  drew 

one  from  hers  as  she  spoke. 

''  By  no  means,"  said  Eupert,  waving  his  hand. 
"  I  should  be  ashamed  to  offer  her  such  a  hideous 
paltry  thing  as  that — give  me  the  diamond  and  I 
shall  have  no  objection  to  bestow  it  on  her ;  it  will 
better  represent  the  five  thousand  Friedrich  d'or, 
which  she  must  lose  one  way  or  other  it  seems." 

"  I  cannot  give  you  this  ring,"  said  the  Baroness, 
"  it  was  your  uncle's  first  present  to  me." 

"  Then  Cyrilla  must  wait  until  I  can  find  some- 
thing fit  for  me  to  offer  and  for  her  to  accept.  You 
will  wait,  Cyrilla — won't  you?" 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

It  so  happened  that  the  evening  Cyrilla  arrived  at 
Exfort  there  was  a  ball  at  the  President's.  The 
blaze  of  light  and  warm  air  on  the  staircase  cheered 
her,  and  her  sister's  enthusiastic  and  the  Presi- 
dent's cordial  welcome  so  raised  her  spirits,  that  at 
the  request  of  tlie  latter  she  gave  up,  without  much 
effort,  her  intention  of  remaining  in  her  own  room, 
even  after  having  ascertained  that  a  meeting  with 
Zorndorff  would  be  the  consequence. 

"  In  fact,"  said  Melanie,  ^'  the  sooner  you  get 
over  this  first  dreaded  interview  the  better ;  to 
shun  him  altogether  is  impossible,  for  he  is  often 
here,  and  I  dare  not  make  any  objection,  you  know ; 
but  he  has  too  much  tact  to  annoy  or  embarrass 
you  in  any  way,  and  you  may  be  sm^e  wliatcver 
line  of  conduct  he  may  adopt  will  be  correct." 

"  Don't  you  think  I  may  at  least  avoid  speaking 
to  him  in  the  first  instance  ?" 
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u  I  fear— not." 

"  What  sacrifices  one  must  make  to  deceive  the 
world  !"  exclaimed  Cyrilla. 

"That  was  not  exactly  what  I  meant,"  said 
Melanie.  "  I  think  it  would  be  very  injudicious 
to  irritate  Edouard  just  now,  when  his  wife  is  be- 
ginning to  recover  her  health,  and  there  is  at  last 
some  prospect  of  his  repairing  his  injustice  to  you 
as  far  as  he  can  5  but  I  am  inclined  to  think  you 
will  find  it  difficult  to  have  any  communication 
with  him,  even  if  you  desire  it,  as,  when  he  is  not 
actually  engaged  in  his  office,  Margaret  scarcely 
ever  allows  him  out  of  her  sight.  He  seemed 
greatly  annoyed  lately  by  her  having  had  a  private 
staircase  made  from  her  rooms  to  his  study,  wliere 
he  says  she  lies  on  the  sofa  for  hours  without  speak- 
ing or  requiring  him  to  speak  to  her,  but  following 
all  his  movements  in  the  most  distracting  manner 
with  her  unearthly  eyes  ! " 

^'  But  he  likes  her  now,"  interposed  Cyrilla, 
'^  and  she  is  young  and  handsome — you  mentioned 
in  one  of  your  letters  that  she  was  considered  very 
handsome." 

"  Some  people  think  her  so  in  lier  own  house, 
which  is  furnished  with  a  magnificence  scarcely  com- 
mon in  palaces.  She  always  makes  me  think  of 
the  descriptions  of  oriental  princesses — Edouard 
receives  her  guests,  and,  in  a  room  with  shaded 
lamps,  she  is  generally  to  be  found  reclining  on  a 
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divan,  and  enjoying  to  the  fullest  extent  the  privi- 
leges of  a  confirmed  invalid  ;  latterly,  however,  she 
has  been  more  inclined  to  exert  herself,  goes  out 
occasionally,  and  people  here  begin  to  say  that 
after  all  she  is  merely  hypochondriacal !" 

"  And  you,  what  do  you  think?  "  asked  Cyrilla 
eagerly. 

^^  I — don't — know  exactly,"  answered  Melanie, 
"  for  I  have  been  on  too  bad  terms  with  Edouard 
to  have  seen  enough  of  her  to  be  able  to  judge ; 
but  she  interests  me  greatly,  as,  from  all  I  have 
heard,  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  she  belongs  to 
the  highest  class  of  sensitives,  and  is  little  inferior 
in  acuteness  to  the  true  somnambulists,  though  she 
requires  mesmeric  passes  to  produce  sleepwaking. 
Edouard  is  extremely  guarded  when  speaking  of 
her,  and  I  have  only  latterly  occasionally  been 
present  while  she  was  being  mesmerized." 

^^  The  next  time  you  see  him  alone "  began 

Cyrilla. 

"  That,"  said  Melanie,  "  is  an  event  of  rare  oc- 
currence now.  I  cannot  send  for  him  as  in  former 
times ;  and  it  was  oidy  the  day  I  last  wrote  to 
you  that,  after  nearly  two  years  of  estrangement, 
he  came  voluntarily  to  see  me,  asked  to  renew  our 
former  intimacy,  spoke  of  you,  and  seemed  so 
shocked  at  the  account  I  gave  him  of  your  joyless 
life  in  Salzburg." 
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^'  And  you  have  seen  him  again,  I  hope  ?  "  cried 
Cjrilla. 

^'  Yes,  but  without  having  had  an  opportunity  of 
speaking  to  him  alone.  I  intend,  however,  to  begin 
to  visit  Margaret  regularly  every  day,  and  Edouard 
cannot  always  be  absent  or  engaged  when  I  am 
there." 

A  message  from  the  President  recalled  Melanie 
to  the  drawing-room,  where  Cyrilla,  when  dressed, 
vainly  endeavom-ed  to  summon  up  the  necessary 
courage  to  follow  her.  Fruitless  were  all  her 
efforts  to  reason  herself  out  of  the  agitation  which 
seemed  every  moment  to  increase  ;  and,  at  the  end 
of  an  hour,  she  was  still  walking  uneasily  up  and 
down  the  apartment  when  her  sister  again  entered 
it,  drew  her  arm  within  hers,  and  silently  led  her 
towards  the  rooms,  whence  the  sound  of  music  and 
the  murmur  of  voices  had  long  reached  her  anxious 
ear. 

"  But  one  word,  Melanie,"  cried  Cyrilla,  stop- 
ping just  as  the  servants,  on  seeing  them  approach, 
prepared  to  throw  open  the  doors  :  "  but  one  word. 
Tell  me,  as  exactly  as  you  can  remember,  what  he 
said  about  me  ;  let  me  know  the  very  words — you 
can  scarcely  imagine  their  terrible  importance  to 
me  now." 

^'  He  said  that  some  circumstances  had  come  to 
his  knowledge  which  might,  in  the  coiu'se  of  time, 


CYRILLA.  129 

enable  him  to  repair  his  injustice  without  the 
publicity  we  had  so  much  reason  to  dread." 

"  That  is  quite  enough  to  make  me  avoid  doing 
or  saying  anything  likely  to  irritate  him,"  said 
Cyrilla  taking  a  long  breath.  ^'  I  could  even  for- 
give him  all  the  suffering  he  has  caused  me  if  he 
would  only  make  me  free,  as  I  was  when  I  first 
entered  this  house."  She  moved  on  a  few  steps — 
hesitated — and  then  added,  with  some  embarrass- 
ment,  ^^  Just  tell  me,  Melanie is  he  near  the 

door must  I  be  close  to  him  all  at  once?" 

"  No,  dear,  he  is  in  the  ball-room :  I  waited 
until  he  had  gone  there  before  I  came  for  you.  Be 
courageous,  and  do  not  let  Wilhelm  or  any  one 
perceive  a  shadow  of  change  in  your  manner,"  she 
whispered,  as  they  entered  the  drawing-room,  where 
Cjnrilla  was  immediately  surrounded  by  all  her 
former  acquaintances.  The  Bellegardes  declared 
she  was  enormously  improved,  d^une  heaute  ravis- 
sante:  they  thought  her  hair  had  grown  darker, 
and  they  could  almost  fancy  her  considerably  taller 
than  she  had  been  two  or  three  years  ago ! 

"  I  'm  sure  Cyrilla  ought  to  be  extremely  flat- 
tered at  your  remembering  her  height  so  accm-ate- 
ly,"  said  Melanie ;  ^'  and  in  fact  you  are  quite 
right ; — for  during  the  long  and  dangerous  illness 
after  her  mother's  death,  she  grew  in  a  very  re- 
markable manner." 

^'  I  really  had  no  idea  she  was  so  very  youthful," 

g2 
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cried  Julie  de  Lindesmar,  laughing ;  "  but  pray, 
dear  Cyrillaj  remain  just  as  you  are  now,  as  any 
change  must  be  for  the  worse.  You  cannot  ima- 
gine how  enchanted  we  are  to  have  you  here  again, 
or  how  much  pleasure  we  anticipate  when  you  and 
Melanie  are  again  at  Freilands.  Rupert  has  had 
the  theatre  there  finished ;  and  we  intend  to  get  up 
tableaux,  comedies,  perhaps  even  an  opera !  Virginie 
is  coming  to  us  for  the  summer  with  her  little  boy. 
You  heard  of  poor  de  Rubigny's  untimely  death  ? 
I  told  Melanie  to  write  to  you  about  it — very 
shocking,  wasn't  it?  But,  after  all,  there  never 
were  two  people  so  little  suited  to  each  other ! " 

"  I  am  surprised  that  Virginie  did  not  return 
home  immediately,"  said  Cyrilla. 

'^  She  could  not, — her  child  was  ill,  and  there 
were  some  unpleasant  debts ;  but  I  can  explain  all 
that  some  other  time, — let  us  think  of  nothing  but 
gaiety  at  present, — Rupert  has  promised  us  all 
sorts  of  festivities." 

"  I  hope,"  observed  Madame  de  Bellegarde, 
^^  that  the  ^  genial  south'  has  not  made  you  incap- 
able of  enjoying  our  less  attractive  world  here?  " 

"  O,  not  at  all ;  you  have  no  idea  how  I  longed 
to  return  to  Exfort." 

"  Indeed !  Then  it  is  not  true  that  the  south  of 
Germany  is  so  much  more  beautiful,  and  the  people 
so  much  gayer,  than  in  the  north  ?  " 

"  The  country  is  very  magnificent,"   answered 
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Cyrilla^  "  and  the  mass  of  the  people  are,  I  believe, 
more  inclined  to  mirth  and  lead  a  gayer  life  than 
here ;  but  I  believe  in  our  class  there  is  a  great 
similarity  all  over  Europe  ;  and,  for  my  own  part, 
my  happiness  so  completely  depends  on  the  persons 
about  me,  that  places  interest  me  exactly  in  pro- 
portion to  the  pleasurable  associations  they  pro- 
duce. The  rose-coloured  room,  lime-tree  walk,  and 
balcony  at  Freilands,  are  dearer  to  me  than  all  the 
villas,  mountains,  lakes,  and  waterfalls  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Salzburg." 

"  Is  it  possible !  "  exclaimed  Melanie  ;  "  and  I, 
little  as  I  know  of  mountain  scenery,  can  never 
forget  the  impression  it  made  on  me." 

"  I  can  easily  imagine  that,"  said  C3rrilla,  ^^  and 
allow  that  I  prefer  such  scenery  to  all  others  ;  but 
painful  experience  has  taught  me  to  admire  a 
beautiful  country  as  I  do  beautiful  people, — I  like 
to  sketch  or  paint  them,  but  would  willingly  dis- 
pense with  either  or  both  to  obtain  a  moderate  por- 
tion of  domestic  happiness." 

"  Good  gracious,  how  wise  she  has  grown !  " 
cried  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  raising  her  lorgnette 
to  examine  Cyrilla's  dress. 

"  She  is  right,"  observed  the  President,  who  was 
standing  near  them,  and  seemed  to  listen  to  Cy- 
rilla's words  and  watch  her  movements  with  pe- 
culiar interest ;  '^  quite  right.     Domestic  happiness 
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should  ever  be  considered  of  the  first  importance  by 
a  woman." 

"  But  surely,"  saidMelanie  deprecatingly,  ''you 
will  at  least  allow  us  to  admire  the  beauties  of  na- 
ture?" 

"  0,  certainly  ;  and  at  no  time  are  tliey  so  strik- 
ing as  at  an  early  hour  in  the  morning,  and  then 
Cyrilla  enjoys  them,  I  know."  He  tmiied  to  ap- 
peal to  her  for  a  corroboration  of  his  remark,  and 
to  remind  her  of  her  matutinal  walks  at  Freilands, 
when  he  observed  Eupert  approach,  and,  without 
speaking,  lead  her  towards  the  ball-room.  The 
President  followed  :  he  wished  to  witness  her  meet- 
ing with  ZorndoriF,  who  stood  with  his  wife  near 
the  entrance  ;  he  saw  his  nephew's  furtive  glance, 
and  then  averted  head,  while  Cyrilla,  hmTying 
on  with  the  crowd,  passed  him,  apparently  un- 
moved. 

It  is  a  fine  thing  that  fear  of  the  ''  world's  dread 
laugh."  More  often  than  is  suspected  has  it  given 
the  cowardly  man  strength  to  conceal  his  weakness. 
Still  more  frequently  has  it  enabled  a  timid  woman 
to  hide  her  wounded  feelings  and  suffocating  pal- 
pitation under  an  appearance  of  unconcern.  Other 
eyes  besides  the  President's  were  fixed  cm*iously  on 
Cyrilla  at  that  moment,  but  no  one  perceived  a 
change  that  could  be  noted.  Eupert  himself  was 
surprised.     That  she  pressed  forward  with  unusual 
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eagerness  might  be  from  a  wish  to  dance ;  that  she 
spoke  rather  confusedlyj  and  looked  round  her  a 
little  wildly  for  a  few  minntes,  might  be  in  conse- 
quence of  the  numerous  well-known  faces  that 
nodded  and  made  other  familiar  signs  of  recogni- 
tion from  every  part  of  the  room.  But  even  that 
soon  ceased,  and  she  talked  to  him  with  all  her 
usual  self-possession,  quietly  requesting  him  to 
avoid  naming  Zorndorff  to  her  for  a  day  or  two, 
and  to  remember  his  promise  not  to  ask  any  fur- 
ther explanation  during  the  next  three  months. 
When  assuring  her  that  he  had  not  forgotten  their 
agreement,  he  laughingly  requested  permission  to 
use  his  eyes  and  ears  in  case  an  opportunity  should 
occur  for  obtaining  inforaiation ;  and  then  looked 
towards  Zorndorff,  and  observed  that  his  eyes  had 
followed  Cyrilla  with  an  expression  of  deep  interest, 
while  she  altogether  avoided  looking  near  the  part 
of  the  room  where  she  knew  he  was  standing  ;  but 
when  the  mu.sic  ceased,  and  they  once  again  were 
close  to  each  other,  Zorndorff's  eyes  sought  the 
ground,  and  remained  fixed  there  with  what  Eupert 
imagined  an  instinctive  feeling  that  this  time  Cy- 
rilla must  see  him,  and  that  he  dared  not  meet  her 
glance.  Without  directly  looking  at  him,  she  had 
on  both  occasions  seen  him  ;  and,  finding  herself 
unexpectedly  detained  by  the  crowd  in  his  neigh- 
bourhood, she  took  refuge  in  a  chair  just  behind  the 
door-way  where  he  stood,  and  as  Rupert  leaned 
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against  the  wall  beside  her,  they  heard  the  follow- 
ing dialogue : — 

"  So  she  is  our  aunt  Melanie's  sister  !  And  this 
is  the  Cyrilla  who  reads  and  sings  so  beautifully  ! 
Is  she  not  a  sort  of  relation  of  ours  ?  " 

"  None  whatever." 

"  Connexion,  1  ought  perhaps  to  say." 

"  It  scarcely  deserves  the  name." 

"  Whether  or  not,  I  must  know  her,  and  you 
shall  make  us  acquainted  with  each  other." 

"  Excuse  me,  Margaret ;   I  would  rather  not." 

"  And  why  so  ?  We  shall  see  her  here,  and  she 
will  be  invited  to  our  house  as  a  matter  of  course. 

I  must  know  her.     I I  wish  to  know  her  more 

than  any  one  I  ever  saw." 

^'  You  will  not  suit  each  other  in  the  least." 

^^  There  you  are  mistaken,  Edouard.  I  have 
seen  a  face  like  hers  in  dream  or  vision,  and  lately, 
too.  There  is  affinity — elective  attraction — between 
us!" 

^^  There  is  none  on  her  side,  I  can  assure  you. 
You  will  soon  perceive  that  she  has  no  wish  what- 
ever to  know  you." 

"  I  shall  perceive  no  such  thing.  Why  should 
she  refuse  to  be  my  friend,  if  I  entreat  her  to  have 
compassion  on  my  suffering  nerves  !  I  know  that 
the  emanations  from  a  being  so  young,  so  pure, 

so " 

''  For  heaven's  sake,  Margaret,  don't  get  excited  ! 
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Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron  is  not  at  all  likely  to 
feel  the  interest  you  suppose^  and  you  will  only  be 
annoyed  and  disappointed." 

"  Yet  she  looked  at  me  as  she  passed almost 

as  if  she already  knew  me.     She  has  heard 

of  me,  Edouard,  I  am  convinced." 

No  answer. 

"  There  was  meaning  in  her  glance and  in 

mine,  too,  perhaps for  she  turned  away." 

This  was  true.  The  eager  flashing  of  her  eyes 
had  made  a  disagreeable  impression  on  Cyrilla. 

"  Dr  Hurtig  says,"  she  continued,  ^'  that  the  so- 
ciety of  the  young  and  healthy  is  necessary  to  my 
wellbeing,  and  where  can  I  find  these  qualities  in 
so  attractive  a  form  ?  Bring  us  together,  Edouard, 
and  let  me  imbibe  from  her  those  salutary  emana- 
tions which  are  lost  on  others,  but  might  confer 
health  and  happiness  on  me ! " 

"  If  you  talk  to  her  in  this  way,  she  will  think 
you  mad." 

Cyrilla  rose,  and  as  she  walked  away  with  Ru- 
pert, whispered,  "/s  she  mad?" 

"  No,  I  believe  she  is  only  nervous  or  hypochon- 
driacal ;  though  some  people  say  she  is  a  demi- 
somnambulist.  At  all  events,  she  furnishes  constant 
subject  of  conversation  here  ;  and  Melanie  finds  her 
so  mysteriously  interesting  that  I  am  surprised  she 
did  not  write  to  you  about  her." 

"I  did  not  feel  any  curiosity I  mean  to 
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say,  I  did  not  choose  to  hear  anything  concerning 
lier." 

^^  You  will  scarcely  be  able  to  avoid  seeing  or 
hearing  of  her  every  day  now/'  observed  Rupert. 

^'  I  am  sure,"  cried  Madame  de  Belle  garde,  draw- 
ing Cyrilla  towards  a  causeuse,  "  I  am  quite  sure 
you  two  are  talking  of  Margaret  Zomdorff,  the 
greatest  acquisition  that  our  neighbourhood  has  re- 
ceived for  many  years  !  " 

'^  Indeed !  I  should  scarcely  have  supposed  so. 
She  talks  oddly ;  and,  though  very  handsome,  is 
the  most  unearthly-looking  woman  I  ever  saw." 

"  Well,  ma  cJiere,  that  is  just  what  I  mean. 
Earthly  people  are  to  be  found  every  day,  but  a 
woman  who  walks  about  in  a  waking  dream,  who 
sees  people's  souls  in  their  right  eyes,  their  bodily 
diseases  in  their  left " 

^'  Nonsense,  Adrienne  !  " 

^'  Fact,  I  assure  you and  little  blue  flames  in 

the  eyes  of  animals,  which  she  says  are  their  souls. 
No,  I  am  wrong ;  we  women  have  the  blue  souls — 
flames,  I  mean." 

^'  Then,  after  all,  she  is  a  little  crazy,"  said  Cy- 
rilla, too  much  grieved  at  what  she  had  heard  to 
join  in  her  companion's  senseless  laughter. 

^^  Crazy !  not  at  all.  I  have  heard  her,  when 
induced  by  her  husband  to  forget  herself  and  her 
nerves,  talk  as  rationally  as  either  you  or  I  could 
do.'' 
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''  I  wonder  he  does  not  try  to  make  lier  always 
do  so." 

"So  he  does ;  and  is  somethnes  dreadfully  an- 
noyed with  us  when  we  encourage  her  in  her  ab- 
surdities. I  assure  you  he  has  grown  intolerably 
severe,  will  not  understand  the  slightest  hadinage^ 
and  only  the  other  day  said  so  much  to  me  about 
my  heartlessness  that  I  have  not  had  courage  to 
draw  her  out  ever  since." 

"  That  is  praiseworthy  on  his  part." 

"  O,  his  conduct  is  altogether  very  praiseworthy 
they  say,  though  I  suspect  at  home  his  patience  is 
not  quite  so  exemplary.  But  how  could  any  one 
expect  him  to  endure  her  never  letting  him  out  of 
her  sight  for  a  moment !  Even  in  society  she  may 
generally  be  seen  hanging  on  his  arm,  Avatching  his 
looks,  and  listening  to  every  word  he  speaks.  The 
very  idea,  you  know,  of  such  a  man  as  Zorndorif 
being  led  about  by  any  woman  is  preposterous  !  " 

"  I  hoped  to  have  heard  that  they  lived  happily," 
said  Cyrilla,  sincerely. 

"  I  am  surprised  at  your  caring  about  the  mat- 
ter," rejoined  Madame  de  Bellegarde  ;  '^  but  as  it 
interests  you,  I  must  explain  that  they  never  liave 
any  vulgar  quarrels,  or  even  disagreements — he  is 
much  too  sublime  for  anything  of  that  kind.  That 
he  tries  in  every  way  to  induce  her  to  stay  at 
home,  is  natural ;  but  she  is  recovering  her  health 
rapidly,  and  will  no  longer  do  so.     I  believe,  how- 
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eveij  that  her  strongest  motive  for  going  out  is, 
that,  when  from  home,  he  follows  her  about  like  a 
shadow,  and  while  she  imagines  him  actuated 
altogether  by  admiration  and  affection,  we  all  know 
that  he  dreads  her  being  enticed  into  a  quiet  cor- 
ner by  one  of  us,  and  encouraged  to  make  a  fool 
of  herself.  He  is  more  afraid  of  my  sister  Julie 
than  any  one,  and  certainly,  by  an  affectation  of 
credulity,  she  does  contrive  to  make  her  say  the 
most  extraordinary  things  ! " 

"  That  is  not  right  of  Julie,"  said  Cyrilla,  with 
some  warmth. 

"  Ha !  ha  !  ha  ! — just  what  Melanie  says  ;  but 
she  likes  hearing  the  odd  speeches,  and  writes 
them  in  her  note-book  nevertheless.  If  it  had  not 
been  for  the  Zomdorffs,  Exfort  would  have  been 
intolerably  dull  last  year — their  house  is  beautiful, 
and  exquisitely  furnished.  I  must  say  Count  Zorn- 
dorff  has  the  most  extraordinary  taste  for  every- 
thing of  that  kind — his  establishment  is  perfect, 
and  they  are  extremely  hospitable." 

"  And,  in  return  for  their  hospitality,  you  laugh 
at  them,"  said  Cyrilla. 

'-'■  Laugh  at  him  !  oh,  no.  I  should  like  to  know 
who  would  dare  to  do  that !  but  she  is  irresistible. 
In  Paris,  Berlin,  or  Vienna  she  might  perhaps 
have  escaped  observation  ;  but  here  she  is  a  star 
of  the  first  magnitude,  a  ti'casure,  a  never-failing 
fund  of  amusement  I      There  she  is  now,   going 
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towards  Melanie.     Did  you  ever  see  anj  living 
being  so  pale  ?  " 

Cyrilla  looked,  and  saw  a  small  and  very  delicately 
formed  woman,  with  her  hands  clasped  round  one  of 
Zorndorff 's  arms.  Her  features  were  what  are  gen- 
erally termed  oriental — fine  and  sharply  marked;  her 
eyes,  large  and  black,  appeared  still  more  remark- 
able from  the  unusually  long  eyelashes,  the  dark 
blue  veins  below,  and  thick  arched  eyebrows  above 
them.  A  dress  of  black  velvet  contrasted  well 
with  her  neck  and  shoulders,  which  were  of  a 
death-like  opaque  white;  and  the  tastefully-arranged 
flowers  in  her  raven  glossy  hair  were  intended 
judiciously  enough  to  enliven  and  supply  colour  to 
a  face  so  wan  that  even  the  lips  were  of  a  gray 
and  shadowy  hue,  scarcely  approaching  the  palest 
lilac.  She  spoke  for  a  short  time  rather  languidly 
to  some  people  near  her,  then  withdrew  her  arm 
from  Zorndorff's,  and,  whispering  a  few  words  to 
Melanie,  walked  with  her  across  the  room  to 
Cyrilla,  and,  sinking  into  the  nearest  chair,  mur- 
mured something  about  wishing  to  be  acquainted 
with  her,  while  Melanie  went  through  the  usual 
form  with  very  evident  trepidation. 

Cyrilla,  though  in  a  most  trying  position,  be- 
trayed no  embarrassment.  Her  colour  increased, 
and  her  heart  beat  quickly,  but  she  spoke  calmly 
and  to  the  purpose,  and  the  sound  of  her  gentle 
voice  soon  reassured  licr  nervous  companion,  whose 
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hands  jerked  oddlj,  as  she  apparently  played  with 
her  pocket-handkerchief.  Leaning  back  in  her 
chair^  she  listened  to  Cyrilla's  and  Madame  de 
Bellegarde's  conversation,  without  making  the 
slightest  effort  to  join  in  it.  The  latter  discussed 
all  the  balls;  masquerades,  marriages,  and  other 
social  events  that  had  taken  place  at  Exfort  during 
the  last  two  years,  with  extraordinary  flippancy ; 
but  all  Cyrilla's  endeavours  to  draw  her  new 
acquaintance  into  the  discussion,  by  an  occasional 
appeal  to  her  for  an  opinion,  only  produced  at  last 
the  observation :  '^  That  her  health  had  never  al- 
lowed her  to  live  in  what  is  called  the  world  until 
she  had  come  to  Exfort ;  but  she  believed,  if  it 
continued  to  improve  as  it  had  lately  done,  she 
should  rather  enjoy  society  than  otherwise." 

^'  I  heard,"  said  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  bend- 
ing forward,  "  that  Dr  Hurtig  had  discovered  some 
new  mode  of  mesmerizing,  which  you  had  fomid 
unusually  beneficial." 

^^  His  mode  of  treatment  is  but  little  changed," 
replied  the  Countess  Zorndorff.  ^^  If  I  could  per- 
suade Edouard  to  mesmerize  me  as  he  did  in  former 
times,  I " 

"  What !  "  cried  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  ^'  is  it 
possible  that  Count  Zorndorff  can  mesmerize  ?  Do 
you  mean  that  he  makes  all  those  queer  movements, 
and  can  put  people  to  sleep,  and  force  them  to  read 
closed  letters,  as  I  once  saw  a  man  do  at  Freilands  ? 
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Why  this  is  quite  delicious — positively  he  shall 
mesmerize  me  to-morrow." 

As  she  walked  towards  Zorndorff,  an  expression 
of  uneasiness  passed  over  the  countenance  of  his 
wife — she  began  to  murmm',  in  a  low  hurried 
manner :  ^'  He  told  me  never  to  speak  to  her  about 

it that  she  only  laughed  at  me he  will  say 

I  have  made  Mm  a  subject  of  ridicule  as  well  as 

myself he  will  tell  me  that  I  am  wearing  out 

his  regard " 

Cyrilla's  eyes  followed  Madame  de  Bellegardcj 
and  she  perceived  that  Zorndorff  listened  to  her 
bantering  speech  with  a  supercilious  smile,  and 
answered  it  with  a  few  words,  which,  quietly  as 
they  seemed  to  be  spoken,  must  have  been  of  a 
peculiarly  disagreeable  or  scoffing  description,  for 
she  turned  from  him  angrily,  saying,  that  since  his 
marriage  he  had  become  a  perfect  bear. 

Cyrilla  felt  a  small  light  hand  touch  her's,  and 
looking  round,  met  the  fixed  gaze  of  the  Countess 
ZorndorfF's  dark  eyes.  Their  expression  was  so 
melancholy  and  anxious  that  it  produced  a  feeling 
of  discomfort  her  subsequent  conversation  was  in 
no  way  calculated  to  dispel : — a  detailed,  yet  con- 
fused, account  of  illnesses  and  suffering, — remedies 
tried  and  proposed, — intense  longings  for  health, 
— her  disappointments  and  renewed  hopes, — all 
poured  forth  with  a  slowness  of  utterance,  and  lan- 
guor of  attitude,  that  contrasted  too  strongly  with 
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Cyrilla's  own  manner  to  make  it  possible  she  could 
find  herself  in  any  way  attracted  towards  her  ; 
yet  Zorndorff  totally  misunderstood  her  motives  as 
he  watched  her  efforts  to  leave  his  wife  without 
appearing  ungracious.  She  felt  none  of  the  jealousy, 
pain^  or  anger  he  supposed,  as  she  turned  to  listen 
to  Julie  de  Lindesmar's  more  voluble  and  amus- 
ing remarks  ;  nor  wlien,  in  the  course  of  the  even- 
ingj  she  ceased  to  avoid  his  immediate  vicinity,  was 
there  the  slightest  return  of  her  former  regard  or 
admiration  for  him.  To  the  exclusion  of  all  others, 
one  sole  idea  had  taken  possession  of  her  mind — it 
was  the  thought  that  she  should  regain  her  free- 
dom without  endangering  her  sister's  domestic 
peace,  without  exposure  of  her  own  weak  reliance 
on  a  man  who  had  abandoned  her,  without  loss  of 
character  to  him  or  disgrace  to  his  family.  He 
had  said  that  he  could  repair  his  injustice  to  her 
without  the  publicity  they  had  all  so  much  dreaded  ; 
and  he,  of  course,  understood  perfectly  how  such 
affairs  could  be  managed !  An  undefined  feeling 
of  satisfaction  stole  over  her ;  visions  of  future  hap- 
piness passed  quickly  through  her  mind  ;  and  at 
last  hope,  such  as  she  had  not  experienced  since  the 
day  they  had  parted  at  Spa,  successfully  overcame 
all  her  lurking  doubts  and  fears, — but  at  the  same 
time,  unfortunately,  so  enhanced  her  charms  of  per- 
son and  manner,  made  her  appear  to  him  so  like  her 
former  self,  that  his  remorse  and  meditated  repara- 


(^YlilLLA.  143 

tion  were  alike  forgotten,  or  rather  the  passion  that 
had  apparently  slumbered  was  roused  again  in  all  its 
strength  and  violence,  so  that  Cyrilla,  while  re- 
joicing in  the  prospect  of  release  from  her  fetters, 
was  but  rivetting  them  more  firmly  than  ever ! 
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CHAPTEE  IX. 

As  Rupert  had  predicted,  Cyrilla  could  not  avoid 
seeing  and  hearing  of  the  Zorndorffs  every  day. 
Their  house  was  the  resort  alike  of  all  who  were 
gay,  fashionable,  and  talented,  not  only  in  the 
town,  but  its  neighbourhood,  to  a  considerable 
distance ;  and  though  ZorndorfF  did  not  apparently 
give  himself  much  trouble  to  amuse  his  guests,  it 
was  universally  acknowledged  that  the  aiTange- 
ments  were  perfect,  and  the  absence  of  all  restraint 
or  dulness  remarkable.  Even  his  wife's  occasional 
nervous  attacks,  which  obliged  her  to  retire  to  her 
own  room  at  an  early  hour,  caused  no  perceptible 
change;  Melanie  took  her  place,  and  her  disap- 
pearance often  remained  long  unobserved. 

That  Cyrilla  should  be  unwilling  to  enter  Zom- 
dorff 's  house  was  natm-al ;  and  for  some  time  she 
contrived,  under  various  pretexts,  to  escape  doing 
so ;  but  a  few  grave  words  from  the  President — a 
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few  light  laughs  on  the  part  of  the  Bellegardes, 
made  her  imagine  it  necessary  to  overcome  her 
aversion,  and  induced  her  to  accept  the  next  in- 
vitation that  she  received.  Zorndorif,  who  had 
imperceptibly  managed  to  avoid  speaking  to  her 
elsewhere,  was  then  forced  to  make  an  exertion. 
Nothing  could,  apparently,  be  more  easy  and  un- 
embarrassed than  his  manner — nothing  more  calm 
than  hers.  To  Melanie,the  imperturbable  composure 
of  both  appeared  admirable  ;  and  as  a  proof  of  the 
power  of  education  to  give  self-control,  and  the  force 
of  civilisation  to  restrain  the  manifestations  of  the 
passions,  perhaps  it  was  so. 

Cyrilla  passed  on.  Melanie  remained  near  him 
until  he  was  disengaged — then  drew  him  towards 
a  pyramid  of  flowers,  and  while  pretending  to  ad- 
mire their  arrangement,  whispered,  ^'  You  see, 
Edouard,  the  effort  Cyrilla  has  made  to  keep  up 
appearances." 

"  She  has  kept  up  Tier  appearance  in  tlie  most 
astonishing  manner,"  he  answered,  ironically.  ''  1 
was  prepared,  from  your  account,  to  see  lier  wasted 
by  fever — bent  with  care  ;  and  I  find  lier  more 
brilliant — more  beautiful,  than  ever!" 

"  Oh,  had  you  but  seen  her  sufferings  in  Salz- 
burg  " 

"  I  prefer  seeing  her  as  she  is — it  relieves  my 
mind  from  a  load  of  anxiety — tell  her  so  from 
me." 

VOL.  TI.  H 
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There  was  something  in  his  manner  that  dis- 
pleased Melanie ;  and  she  observed,  with  some 
pique,  "I  do  believe  you  cannot  understand  the 
heroism  with  which  she  bears  her  wrongs  !" 

"  It  rather  too  strongly  resembles  levity,"  said 
Zorndoi-ff. 

"  Levity  !  0  how  ungenerously  men  ever  judge 
us !  Can  you  not  believe  that  she  trusts  in  the 
half-promise  you  made  me  before  her  arrival — 
trusts  you  implicity,  after  all  your  treachery  ?  May 
I  assure  her  that,  this  time,  she  will  not  be  deceived 
by  you?" 

"  If  you  are  determined  to  mediate  between  us," 

said  Zonidoi-ff,  "  tell  her my  love  is  unchanged 

is  stronger  than  ever." 

"  And  you  only  pretended  penitence  in  order  to 
bring  her  here  ?"  cried  Melanie,  indignantly.  "  You 
will  force  me  to  brave  Wilhelm's  anger,  and  com- 
pel me  to  tell  him  everything  that  has  occurred." 

"  I  shall  not  endeavour  to  dissuade  you  from  do- 
ing so,"  said  Zorndorflf,  calmly. 

"  Believe  me,  Edouard,  nothing  now  deters  me 
but  the  dread  of  the  disgrace  it  would  bring  upon 
us  all,  and  the  total  ruin  to  you." 

"  Strong  enough  motives  for  silence "  began 

Zorndoi-ff;  but,  at  that  moment,  Madame  de  Belle- 
garde  came  towards  them,  and  asked,  with  her 
habitual  smile,  what  they  were  discussing  so 
gravely. 
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"  We  were  talking  of  disgrace  and  ruin,"  an- 
swered ZorndorfF. 

"  Surely,"  said  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  lowering 
her  voice,  and  looking  quickly  round  her,  '■'■  surely 
you  do  not  believe  all  the  wicked  stories  propagated 
here  since  it  has  been  known  that  Yirginie  returns 
to  us  ?  I  do  assure  you  she  was  in  no  way — even 
the  most  remote — the  cause  of  de  Kubigny's  death." 

"  Of  course  not,"  said  Melanie,  with  some  sur- 
prise. ^*  I  always  understood  that  some  quarrel  at 
a  gaming-table " 

"  Precisely,"  said  Madame  de  Bellegarde ;  ^^  but 
the  people  here  will  not  be  satisfied  with  a  simple 
statement  of  facts,  that  they  might  have  read  in  the 
newspapers  more  than  a  year  ago.  It  was  not 
Virginie's  fault  that  de  Rubigny  could  not  resist 
the  temptations  of  the  gaming-table,  or  that  he 
was  quarrelsome  when  he  lost  at  it.  Their  position 
made  it  necessary  for  her  to  see  people  at  her 
house.  You  know  yourself  she  is  very  attractive, 
and — and — as  a  matter  of  course,  was  paid  a  good 

deal  of  attention however,  no  one  would  ever 

have  said  a  word  against  either  of  them,  if  they 
had  been  able  to  pay  their  debts ;  but  my  uncle 
would  do  nothing  for  them  until  it  was  too  late, 
and  now  he  proposes  to  pay  all  excepting  the  debts 
incuiTcd  by  Virginie,  and  says  that  she  must  sat- 
isfy her  creditors  by  instalments  from  her  jointure. 
Did  you  ever  hear  of  anything  so  unreasonable? 
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Why,  three  years'  income  would  not  pay  her  milli- 
ner! Mamma  is  now  with  grandpapa  trjdng  to  soften 
his  hard  heart,  and  induce  him  to  be  liberal." 

"  I  don't  think  she  will  succeed,"  said  Zorndorff, 
quietly ;  "he  would  rather  give  the  money  to  your 
brother  Victor." 

Madame  de  Bellegarde  shrugged  her  shoulders, 
and  raised  her  eyebrows,  in  the  manner  that  only 
Frenchwomen  can  accomplish,  without  making  a 
grimace. 

Zorndorff  bent  towards  her  and  whispered,  "  Tell 
your  sister  to .  apply  to  Adlerkron — it  will  not  be 
the  first  time  he  has  helped  her  out  of  embarrass- 
ments of  that  kind." 

"Who  told  you  that?" 

"  O,  I  only  referred  to  her  juvenile  indiscretions 
at  the  florists  and  confectioners.  Do  you  remember 
how  we  enjoyed  his  tutor's  face  of  amazement  and 
dismay  when,  the  very  evening  of  the  day  he  re- 
ceived his  pocket-money,  not  a  kreutzer  of  it  was 
left,  and  he  altogether  declined  explanations?" 

"  Rupert  was  always  a  dear,  generous  creature," 
said  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  laughing;  "but  we 

were  children  then,  you  know that  sort  of  thing 

would  never  do  now  !" 

"  Better  now  than  then,"  rejoined  Zorndoi-if, 
jestingly,  "  for  he  has  no  longer  either  uncle  or 
tutor  to  ask  impertinent  questions." 

"  How  can  you  talk  such  nonsense!"  said  Ma- 
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dame  de  Bellegarde,  walking  away  ;  but  ZorndorfF 
saw  that  his  words  had  made  more  impression  than 
she  chose  JMelanie  to  observe,  and  he  followed  her, 
glad  of  an  opportunity  to  leave  his  aunt,  who  paid 
no  sort  of  attention  to  the  few  words  she  still  might 
have  heard  concerning  "  friendship  from  earliest 
childhood,"  intimacy  greater  than  often  exists  be- 
tween the  nearest  relations." 

She  stood  in  the  deepest  reverie,  until  Cyrilla 
touched  her  arm  and  whispered,  '•'•  What  did  he 
say  ?  When  can  he  speak  to  me  ?  Will  he  give 
me  the  papers?" 

"  I  had  not  time  to  ask  him — we  were  inter- 
rupted." 

"  One  would  really  think  he  employed  people 
for  the  purpose,"  said  Cyrilla,  impatiently.  "  Can 
we  not  insist  on  his  seeing  us  some  day  alone? 
This  state  of  suspense  is  becoming  perfectly  intoler- 
able to  me." 

A  servant  at  this  moment  approached  them  to 
say  that  the  Countess  Zomdorff  had  become  sud- 
denly ill,  requested  her  aunt  to  take  her  place,  and 
hoped  that  Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron  would  have 
the  kindness  to  visit  her  in  her  room  as  soon  as 
she  was  disengaged. 

"  What  ought  I  to  do,  Melanie?" 

"  Go  to  her  by  all  means ;  it  would  be  cruel  to 
refuse Poor  thing,  she  is  totally  unconscious  of 
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the  injury  she  has  clone  yon,    and  is   even  more 
to  be  pitied  than  yon  are." 

In  an  apartment  dimly  lighted  by  a  shaded 
lamp,  Cyrilla  found  the  Countess  Zorndorff  re- 
clining on  a  sofa,  and  supported  by  cushions  co- 
vered with  crimson  velvet.  The  rich  colouring  of 
the  furniture  around  her  seemed  to  increase  the 
ghastliness  of  her  appearance,  and  render  more 
appalling  the  convulsions  that  still  continued  occa- 
sionally to  distort  her  features,  but  of  which  she 
seemed  quite  unconscious.  As  soon  as  she  per- 
ceived Cyrilla,  she  requested  her  to  come  close  to 
her,  and  began  to  regret  being  ill  the  first  evening 
she  had  been  induced  to  spend  with  her. 

Cyrilla  begged  she  would  not  speak  or  think  of 
it,  and  hoped  she  had  not  suffered  much. 

"I  don't  exactly  know Have  I  been  long  ill, 

Vica?"  she  said,  turning  to  a  tall  gaunt  woman, 
who  stood  beside  her. 

"Only  a   few  minutes quite  a  short  faint- 

ness." 

"  Not  so  very  short  either,"  she  rejoined,  thought- 
fully, ''  or  you  would  not  have  had  time  to  change 

my  dress,  and O  my  head I  feel as  if 

my  brain were  turned  to  stone. — Will  you 

put  your  hand  upon  my  forehead,"  she  added,  look- 
ing towards  Cyrilla;  "  it  will  do  you  no  harm,  and 
may  do  me  much  good." 
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Cyrilla  did  as  she  was  requested,  and  as  the 
Countess  took  the  other  disengaged  hand  in  both 
hers,  a  remarkable  tranquillity  overspread  her  fea- 
tures, and  she  leaned  back  murmuring,  as  if  in 
explanation,  ^'  My  existence  almost  depends  on  the 
emanations  from  the  nerves  of  others emana- 
tions  which to  them are  no  loss 

but  to  me  great  gain." 

With  the  selfishness  so  common  in  cases  of  ner- 
vous debility,  she  then  half-slumbered,  thoughtless 
of  the  wearying  position  which  she  had  imposed  on 
Cyrilla,  whose  slightest  effort  to  move,  or  release 
her  hand,  instantly  produced  moans  so  expressive 
of  uneasiness,  that  even  the  thought  was  at  last 
abandoned.  As  she  stood  there,  the  cold  night  air 
from  an  open  window  raising  the  light  folds  of  her 
ball-dress,  and  waving  her  long  bright  ringlets 
from  her  face  and  shoulders,  ZorndorfF  rushed  into 
the  room  :  ^^  Why  did  you  not  send  for  me  or  Dr 
Hurtig?"  he  said  in  a  low  eager  voice  to  the  per- 
son called  Vica,  and  then,  Avithout  waiting  for  an 
answer,  advanced  towards  Cyrilla,  and  while  he 
hastily  whispered  some  words  of  excuse,  she  felt 
his  hands  gliding  along  her  arms,  and  then  resting 
over  hers,  as  if  to  detain  her.  Unconscious  of  his 
motives,  she  drew  back  suddenly,  and  liis  wife 
started  up,  exclaiming,  '^  Don't  leave  me — pray, 
don't  leave  me,"  stretched  out  her  arms  towards 


152  CYRILLA. 

lier,  and  grasped  her  hands  so  tightly,  that  it  ap- 
peared impossible  to  liberate  them. 

Cyrilla  had  not  courage  to  struggle,  and  the 
Countess,  after  shivering  violently  for  a  few  mo- 
ments, sank  back  again,  perfectly  motionless  on 
her  pillows.  Gradually  her  figure  became  so  death- 
like^ that  Cyrilla  tui'ned  away  her  head,  and  then 
ZorndorfF  said  quietly,  ''  Why  did  you  not  let  me 
put  myself  ^  en  rapport'  with  her?  I  wanted  to 
release  you." 

^'  I  did  not  understand " 

Again  he  touched  her  arms,  then  his  wife's 
forehead  and  hands,  and  immediately  the  gi'asp  re- 
laxed j  but  when  Cyrilla  endeavoui'ed  to  move 
away,  with  the  intention  of  leaving  the  room,  the 
Countess  slowly  rose,  and  it  appeared  almost  as  if 
she  were  imitating  Cyi'illa's  stealthy  motions,  while 
she  followed  her  in  the  unsteady  manner  of  a  per- 
son recovering  from  faintness.  The  long  black 
hair  hanging  in  disordered  masses  over  her  white 

dressing-gown the  half-closed  eyes  and  ghastly 

hue  of  her  rigid  featui-es,  combined  so  exactly  to 
form  what  Cyrilla  imagined  a  personification  of 
somnambulism,  that  curiosity  overcame  the  awe 
inspired  by  her  almost  spectral  appearance,  and  she 
stopped  and  awaited  her  approach. 

''  I  will  not  touch  you  if  you  dislike  it  so  much," 
she  said  with  a  deprecative  gesture,  probably  ob- 


CYRILLA.  153 

serving  that  Cyrilla  shrank  from  her  contact;  "could 

you  but  overcome  your  dislike  to  me you  might 

be  the  means  of  restoring  me  to  health." 

"  I  have  no  dislike  to  you "  began  Cyrilla. 

"  Something  nearly  allied  to  it  then you  re- 
tire whenever  I  come  near  you evade  my  so- 
ciety on  all  occasions,  and  until  this  evening  have 
refused  all  my  entreaties  to  enter  this  house  !" 

"  A  scene  of  this  kind,  Margaret,  will  scarcely 
make  Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron  disposed  to  come 
again,"  observed  ZorndoriF,  rolling  a  chair  towards 
his  wife  as  if  he  feared  her  falling. 

"  I  am  sorry  I  happened  to  be  ill  just  this  even- 
ing," she  said,  sitting  down,  and  catching  Cyrilla's 

dress  to  detain  her, — "very  sorry I  have  so 

longed  to  speak  to  you  alone promise  me  that 

you.  will  come  here  to-morrow  without  Melanie 
or  any  one  who  can  be  a  restraint  on  us !" 

Cyrilla  hesitated. 

Zomdorif  desired  Vica  to  leave  them,  and  send 
an  express  for  Dr  Hurtig. 

"  Edouard  will  not  allow  me  to  go  to  you  as 
often   as  I  Avish,"    she   continued ;  "he  thinks  I 

might  alarm  you  if  I  were  ill,  or or infect 

you  with  my  nervousness but  I  am  sure  he  is 

mistaken.     You  are  young,  healthy,   and   happy 

your  touch,  your  very  presence,  is  a  renewal 

of  life  to  me,  and  seldom  as  we  have  been  together, 
I  am  already  quite  convinced  you  wish  me  well, 

h2 
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and  that  of  all  —  yes,  all  the  people  here,  you 
alone  are  capable  of  making  a  sacrifice  to  restore 
me  to  health!" 

"  You  are  ungrateful,  Margaret,"  said  Zomdorff, 
half  turning  from  the  open  window  out  of  which  he 
had  been  gazing ;  ^'  our  aunt  Melanie  feels  more 
interest  about  you  than  you  can  possibly  expect — 
any  one  else  to  do." 

^'  I  am  ready  to  acknowledge  that  she  has  been 
kind  and  attentive,  especially  latterly ;  but  her  in- 
terest has  been  confined  to  the  mode  of  treatment 
adopted  by  Dr  Hurtig — she  comes  to  see  me  mes- 
merized— notes  all  my  sleepwaking  observations — 
talks  of  them  afterwards  more  than  is  necessary — 
but — but — she  loves  me  not.  She  thinks  I  cum- 
ber the  earth.  I  overheard  her  saying  to  Dr  Hur- 
tig this  very  morning,  when  she  supposed  me 
sleeping,  that   it   would  be  a  blessing  if  I  were 

taken  from  this  world,  for  she  feared "  here 

the  Countess  opened  her  eyes  with  a  look  of  terror, 
"feared  that our  child would  be  an  epilep- 
tic object an  idiot !^^ 

Zomdoi-ff  shaded  his  eyes  with  his  liand  and 
turned  away. 

"  The  idea  has  never  left  my  mind  since,"  she 
continued,  rising,  and  with  a  -vdolent  effort  walking 
towards  him  ;  "  never  can  I  forget  it,  for  it  has  de- 
prived me  of  all  hope,  all  happiness 0  Edouard, 

I  am  unutterably  -wretched  !" 
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Cyrilla  scarcely  heard  the  last  words  ;  the  mo- 
ment the  unhappy  woman's  hand  had  been  with- 
drawn from  her  dress  she  had  passed  into  the  ad- 
joining room;  it  was  an  ante-chamber,  in  which  large 
folding  doors  were  panelled  with  most  confusing 
looking  glass,  and  draped  with  curtains  like  the 
windows.  The  first  she  opened  conducted  into  a 
gorgeously  furnished  bedroom  ;  the  second  showed 
her  a  small  winding  staircase,  and,  at  the  same  mo- 
ment, a  third  opened,  and  admitted  the  physician, 
followed  by  Vica.  Not  wishing  at  that  moment  to 
see  Zorndorff  again,  and  desirous  of  a  few  minutes' 
time  to  prepare  herself  for  music  and  gaiety,  after 
the  painful  scene  she  had  witnessed,  she  descended 
the  stairs,  concluding  that  at  their  termination  she 
should  find  herself  in  the  servants'  apartments. 
Such  was  not  the  case;  they  brought  her  into  a  lofty 
and  spacious  room,  which,  as  well  as  the  faint  light 
from  a  small  silver  lamp  burning  on  a  writing-table 
would  allow  her  to  discern,  seemed  to  be  half 
drawing-room,  half  library.  Several  beautifully 
carved  bookcases  reached  to  the  ceiling;  marble 
tables,  with  vases  and  statuettes  ;  monstrous  globes 
and  luxurious  chairs ;  tables,  with  maps,  new  books, 
and  engravings,  were  judiciously  arranged  in  or- 
derly disorder.  The  glass  doors  of  an  adjoining 
conservatory  were  open,  admitting  a  flood  of  fra- 
grance, with  the  refreshing  sound  of  a  splashing 
fountain;  and  one  of  the  three  large  French  windows, 
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partly  open,  permitted  a  view  of  a  dark  night  and 
the  starry  firmament. 

That  the  apartment  was  much  used  was  evident. 
Beside  the  fireplace,  with  its  two  well-heated  por- 
celain stoves  in  the  form  of  pillars,  there  was  the 
open  work-table  of  the  Countess — a  book,  handker- 
chief, and  gloves,  that  looked  as  if  the  owner  had 
but  just  left  the  room  ;  and  of  her  and  all  that  had 
occurred  within  the  last  short  hour,  of  Zorndorff, 
the  possessor  of  the  affluence  he  had  so  eagerly 
coveted,  Cyrilla  now  began  to  think,  altogether  for- 
getful of  time  or  place.  While  still  speculating  on 
Avhat  his  future  conduct  towards  herself  would  be, 
and  how  long  he  would  continue  to  avoid  her,  she 
heard  a  step  on  the  stairs,  and  saw  him  enter  the 
room  by  the  door  she  had  left  open.  Unconscious 
of  her  presence,  he  walked  to  the  open  window, 
folded  his  arms,  and  looked  upwards  with  a  sigh  so 
long  and  deep,  that  it  almost  resembled  a  groan. 
Much  as  Cyrilla  had  desired  an  opportunity  of 
speaking  to  him,  increased,  perhaps,  by  the  evident 
wish  on  his  part  to  defer  an  explanation  ;  well  as 
she  had  imagined  herself  prepared  with  speech  and 
answer,  now  that  the  moment  of  trial  had  arrived, 
the  words  of  reproach,  expostulation,  and  entreaty, 
so  carefully  prepared,  could  hnd  no  utterance. 
Ashamed  of  her  pusillanimity,  and  knowing  how 
much  she  should  regret  it  afterwards,  she  compelled 
herself  to  approach  him,  not  with  the  steady  step 
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and  condemnatory  mien  that  a  woman  so  innocent 
and  oppressed  might  have  assumed,  but  with  all 
her  natural  gentleness  and  an  overpowering  feeling 
of  timidity.  The  silence  in  the  room  was  so  pro- 
found, that  even  the  slight  rustling  of  her  dress  in- 
stantly attracted  his  attention ;  he  looked  round, 
and,  taken  completely  by  surprise,  for  a  moment 
lost  all  command  of  himself.  It  was  in  vain  he 
turned  away  and  endeavoured  to  conceal  his  emo- 
tion ;  it  was  scarcely  inferior  to  her  own,  as  she 
faltered  a  few  words  of  entreaty,  that  he  would  be 
just  and  generous,  and  procure  her  a  release  from 
her  vows,  now  that  he  could  do  so  without  compro- 
mising himself  or  Melanie. 

'^  And  if  I  cannot "  began  ZorndorfF. 

'-'  You  can,  you  can Melanie  has  told  me  what 

you  said," 

^'  I  will  no  longer  endure  her  interference,  Cy- 
rilla  J  she  interprets  my  words  according  to  her 
wishes ;  extracts  promises  from  them  which  were 
never  intended,  and,  though  with  the  best  intentions 
possible,  continually  misrepresents  us  to  each 
other !  " 

''  0  no I  hope  not,"  cried  Cyrilla,  eagerly  ; 

"  for  she  told  me  you  repented  your  injustice  to  me, 
and  would  endeavour  to  repair  it." 

^'  She  told  me,"  rejoined  Zorndorff,  evasively, 
^'  that  while  I  imagined  I  was  saving  Margaret's 
life,  I  was  sacrificing  yours;  that  between  fever  and 
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sorrow  your  youth  and  beauty  were  wasting  away  ; 
and,"  he  added,  with  a  forced  laugh,  ''  and  I  be- 
lieved her,  and  would  have  thought  no  risk  too 

great  to  save  you  !     Cyrilla you  have  returned 

to  Exfort  just  in  time  to  prevent  me  from  making  a 
fool  of  myself — just  in  time  to  save  me  from  throw- 
ing away  my  last  chance  of  happiness.     I  have  no 

longer  any  fears  for  your  health,  nor for  your 

happiness  either,  as  long  as  you  continue  to  be  the 
object  of  universal  admiration,  and  the  idol  of  your 
cousin  Rupert !  " 

"  Most  ungenerous,"  exclaimed  Cyrilla,  indig- 
nantly; "and  from  you,  too,  who who  under- 
stand so  well  the  necessity  of  keeping  up  appear- 
ances before  the  world." 

"  I  flatter  myself  that  I  too  keep  up  appearances ; 
but  no  one  can  for  a  moment  imagine  me  happy !  I 
have  not  even  arrived  at  an  affectation  of  indiffer- 
ence. It  is  under  the  mask  of  a  cold  stateliness 
foreign  to  my  nature,  that  I  am  obliged  to  hide  the 
violence  of  my  feelings,  and  endeavour  to  suppress 
the  outbursts  of  passion,  daily  provoked  by  seeing 
you  bestow  looks  of  confidence  and  smiles  of  affec- 
tion on  another  which  are  mine  by  right." 

"  Reproaches  from  you after  conduct  such  as 

yours?"  cried  Cyrilla,  almost  breathless  from  amaze- 
ment.    "  This  is  too  much  ! " 

Zorndorff  pretended  not  to  hear,  and  continued  : 
"  The  manner  in  which  you  now  receive  Adler- 
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kron's  attentions  is  too  remarkable  to  be  passed 
over  in  silence  or  endured  patiently,  and  I  cannot 
help " 

"  Excuse  mCj  Count  Zorndoi-ff,"  said  Cyrilla,  in- 
terrupting him  ;  ^^  but  you  must  allow  me  to  re- 
mind you  of  your  last  letter  to  me,  in  which  you 
acknowledge  having  forfeited  all  right  to  control 
my  actions  in  future." 

^^  True true I  have  no  right  to  be  jealous 

— I  mean  to  say,  no  right  to  complain " 

"  You  have  none,"  said  Cyrilla ;  "and  I  renounce 
my  most  indisputable  right  to  both,  on  condition 
that  you  free  me  from  bonds  that  are  a  restraint  even 
on  my  thoughts,  and  have  become  intolerable  to 
me ! "  She  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then  continued, 
in  a  low  melancholy  voice  :  "  I  have  suffered  much 
since  we  parted  at  Spa — more,  much  more,  than  you 
seem  inclined  to  believe,  Count  Zorndorff.     Your 

letter  caused  me  such  agony,  that  my  mother 

died  in  the  effort  to  console  me Of  my  own  long 

illness  I  will  not  speak ;  until  very  lately  I  have 
had  little  reason  to  rejoice  in  my  recovery  from  it, 
so  joyless,  so  hopeless  has  since  been  my  life." 
Perceiving  that  her  words  had  made  some  impres- 
sion, she  added,  beseechingly  :  "  O,  Edouard,  be 

merciful do  not  ill  use  the  power  you  have  over 

me put  an  end  to  your  present  criminal  course 

of  life,  and  even  in  this  world  you  will  be  rewarded. 
Your  wife  will  recover  her  health,  and  you  Avill  be 
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able  to  enjoy,  without  remorse,  the  wealth  you  so 
much  desired  to  possess." 

"  Have  you  not  seen  enough  this  evening,  Cy- 
rilla,  to  convince  you  that  it  has  been  too  dearly 
bought  ?  The  idea  of  enjoyment  without  you  is 
beyond  the  stretch  of  my  imagination  now  ;  let  me 
rather  hope,"  he  added,  in  the  subdued  fervent  man- 
ner of  former  times  ;  ''let  me  rather  hope  that  your 
affection  has  stood  the  (I  confess  unpardonably  se- 
vere) test  to  which  I  ventured  to  put  it." 

''  I  am  no  Griselda,"  said  Cyrilla,  in  a  scarcely 
audible  voice. 

''  You  are  angiy,  jealous,  and  wish  to  punish 
me.  I  have  suffered  enough  already,  if  you  knew 
but  all." 

"  I  do  not  wish  you  to  suffer,  quite  the  contrary  ] 
but  I  expect  you  to  save  me  from  a  continuation  of 
my  present  state  of  bondage.  Can  you  imagine 
any  situation  more  painful  for  a  woman  than  mine? 
and,  under  the  circumstances,  is  it  not  unheard  of 
cruelty  your  desiring  a  continuation  of — of  the  tie 
that  still  binds  us  ?  " 

"  And  yet — I  do  desire  it — you  are  mine,  Cyrilla 
— mine — and  I  never  wnll  resign  you — if  I  can  help 
it." 

"  Then  you  will  drive  me  to  extremities,"  she 
cried,  tears  starting  to  her  eyes  at  the  disappoint- 
ment of  all  her  hopes.  "  You  force  me  to  demand 
the  certificates,  papers;  in  short,  Avhatever  is  neces- 
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sary  to  enable  me  to  procure  legal  redress,  and  save 
me  from  sucli  unexampled  tyranny." 

"  You  shall  have  them — and  my  advice  also,  if 
you  wish  it." 

"  Ymcr  advice !  " 

^'  Yes;  and  assistance  too.  Nothing  can  now  be 
more  desirable,  more  gratifying  to  me,  than  being 
compelled  by  you  to  resume  rights  which  will  so 
fully  compensate  for  all  that  I  may  lose.  Con- 
sideration for  Margaret  can  have  no  weight  with 
you — why  should  it  ?  Assert  your  just  claims,  and 
believe  that,  let  what  will  ensue — you  are  dearer  to 
me  than  all  this  world  can  offer;  and  I  am  ready  to 
brave  disgrace,  imprisonment,  death  itself,  rather 
than  resign  you." 

"  Send  Melanie  to  me,"  said  Cyrilla  faintly,  as 
she  turned  away  from  him;  "  I  wish  to  go  home." 

Zorndorff  instantly  left  the  room. 
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CHAPTEE  X. 

''  A  MOST  imfortmiate  affair  altogether,"  said  Me- 
lanie  the  next  day,  after  she  and  Cyrilla  had 
talked  over  the  events  of  the  preceding  evening; 
"  most  unfortunate,  and  threatening,  as  you  say, 
prolonged  anxiety  and  unhappiness  to  us  both ;  but 
you  must  allow  that,  like  everything  in  which 
Edouard  is  concerned,  it  has  its  interesting  side  too 
— there  is  something  inexpressibly  romantic  in 
your  present  position." 

"  Oh,  Melanie,  spare  me  all  such  remarks  in 
future;  I  have  none  of  the  qualities  necessary  for  a 
heroine,  and  completely  o^'ersee  the  romance,  while 
feeling  so  keenly  the  "wretchedness  of  my  situa- 
tion." 

''  But  surely,  Cyrilla,  it  must  have  been  gratify- 
ing to  you  to  find  Edouard's  love  unchanged,  to 
hear  him  say  that  he  would  resign  everything, 
would  dare  anything  for  you  !  " 
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"  On  the  contrary,  Melanie,  I  felt  as  if  guilty  of 
an  impropriety  when  listening  to  him." 

^'  Impropriety ! " 

"  Such  it  appeared  to  me,  when  I  remembered 
that  he  was  the  openly  acknowledged  husband  of 
another  woman,*  and  how  could  I  forget  it,  after 
all  I  had  seen  and  heard  but  one  short  half-hour 
before?" 

^^  But  you  seem  quite  to  forget  that  he  is  your 
husband  and  not  hers." 

"  I  wish  I  could — or  rather,  I  wish  it  were  not 
so.  The  more  I  think  on  this  distressing  subject, 
and  it  is  now  never  out  of  my  thoughts,  the  more 
convinced  I  am  that  there  is  but  one  person  who 
could  put  an  end  to  our  difficulties." 

^' You  mean  Wilhelm?" 

"  Yes;  I  feel  certain  the  President  would  at  once 
tell  us  how  we  should  act.  Regard  for  Edouard — 
for  his  own  family,  would  ensure  his  secrecy,  and 
if  a  divorce  be  obtainable  without  publicity,  he 
could  manage  it." 

"  I  will  no  longer  endeavour  to  dissuade  you," 
said  Melanie,  with  a  sigh  of  resignation;  ^' ray 
confidence  in  Edouard  was  the  means  of  bringing 
you  into  this  strait,  your  confidence  in  Wilhelm 
will  place  me  in  a  still  greater:  but  I  shall  consider 
it  a  sort  of  retribution ;  and  as  I  cannot  summon 
courage  to  await  the  explosion  of  his  wrath,  you 
must  at  least  defer  your'  comnumication  until   I 
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have  made  arrangements  for  retiring  to  some  quiet 
place,  where  together  we  can  hide  our  sorrows  from 
the  world,  and  hope  for  the  changes  that  time  may 
bring  us." 

"  No,  Melanie,  no — if  you  are  convinced  that 
the  President  would  be  so  very  unreasonably  angry 
with  you,  I  must  endeavour  never  even  to  think  of 
consulting  him  again." 

'^  Heaven  knows  I  meant  well,"  said  Melanie, 
earnestly.  ''  I  thought  I  was  securing  you  a  life  of 
happiness  that  falls  to  the  lot  of  few — and  even 
now,  disappointed  and  deceived  as  we  have  been 
by  Edouard,  I  cannot  help  admiring  and  thinking 
him  superior  to  all  other  men.  He  seems  born  to 
command,  fitted  in  every  way  to  adorn  a  high  sta- 
tion; and  then  his  conduct  to  his  wife  is  absolutely 
sublime !  " 

"To  which  of  them?"  asked  Cyrilla,  bitterly, 
while  large  tears  gathered  in  her  eyes. 

Melanie,  somewhat  staggered  in  her  romantic 
speech  by  this  question,  paused  before  she  an- 
swered, "  I  meant  that  wretched,  unhealthy  woman, 
whose  death  would  be  a  blessing  to  herself  and  all 
connected  with  her." 

"  God  alone  knows  whether  or  not  her  death  be 
desirable,"  said  Cyrilla;  "  for  my  part,  I  wish  her 
health,  long  life,  and  every  happiness  this  world 
can  bestow." 

"  How  angelic !  "  exclaimed  Melanie. 
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^'  O  no,  no/'  cried  Cyrilkj  hastily,  '^  you  must 
not  misunderstand  me;  my  wish  is  selfish,  for 
her  happiness  is  henceforward  inseparable  from 
mine.  Can  you  not  perceive  that  though  no  sense 
of  crime,  no  commiseration  for  me,  no  entreaties  or 
threats,  have  hitherto  been  able  to  induce  Edou- 
ard  to  release  me,  her  restoration  to  health  must 
at  last  convince  him  of  the  necessity  of  doing  so  ? 
I  believe,  dear  Melanie,  I  ought  to  tell  you  that — 

in  that  case — I — I — have  promised  Kupert " 

she  stopped,  embarrassed. 

"  What  ?  "  said  Melanie,  looking  suddenly 
towards  Cyrilla,  whose  intense  blush  made  her 
half-uttered  sentence  almost  instantly  intelligible 
to  her;  "  0, 1  understand  it  all  now,"  she  continued 
slowly,  "  affection  no  longer  pleads  for  Edouard — 
you  have  ceased  to  care  for  him." 

^^  Long,  long  ago !  "  answered  Cyrilla. 

"  Can  such  things  be ! "  exclaimed  Melanie, 
clasping  her  hands  and  looking  upwards.  ''  0,  why 
was  not  my  fate  yours,  and  yours  mine,  Cyrilla !  " 
she  added,  shaking  her  head  half  sorrowfully,  half 
reproachfully.     "  You  have  never  loved." 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  said  Cyrilla,  ^'  that  every  one 
has  their  own  individual  and  peculiar  idea  of  the 
meaning  of  the  word  love — yours  is  beyond  my 
comprehension." 

"  And  yet  I  thought  you  understood  it  so 
well!" 
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"  I  am  afraid,"  said  Cyrilla,  blushing  still  more 
deeply  than  before,  the  colour  darting  up  to  her 
temples,  and  spreading  over  her  neck, — '^  I  am 
afraid  I  must  confess  that  admiration  for  Edouard's 
singularly  beautiful  face  and  graceful  figui'e  made 
me  give  him  credit  for  all  the  good  qualities  you 
said  he  possessed." 

"  I  said  but  the  truth  :  better  judges  than  I  am 
have  declared  his  intellect  to  be  of  the  first  order. 
He  has  erred — sinned,  if  you  will — but  oh, 
Cyrilla,  he  loves  you  still." 

"  I  believe  he  does,"  she  answered,  with  a  look 
of  unequivocal  contempt ;  ''  that  is,  according  to  his 
egotistical  ideas,  which  make  him  altogether  re- 
gardless of  the  pain  he  inflicts.  He  seems  to  think 
the  word  love  an  excuse  for  every  description  of 
tyranny,  and  uses  it  to  justify  his  prolonging  my 
bondage,  and  marring  all  my  prospects  of  happi- 
ness !  In  three  months  from  the  time  I  left  Salz- 
burg, Eupert  will  require  a  partial  explanation  ;  in 
six  months  I  must  give  him  up  for  ever,  or  tell  him 
all" 

^^  A  duel  will  be  the  inevitable  consequence," 
said  Melanie. 

"  Rupert  is  no  duellist.  He  disapproves  of  the 
custom  from  religious  motives." 

"  Of  that  I  have  no  doubt ;  but  you  place  too 
much  reliance  on  his  principles  if  you  think  him 
capable  of  refusing  a  challenge,  when  sent  to  him 
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after  an  angry  dispute  with  Edouard,  who  has  no 
scruples^  and  would  have  no  fear  but  that  of  losing 

you." 

^^  He  has  lost  me,"  cried  Cyrilla,  vehemently, 
"  lost  me  for  ever !  Were  his  unfortunate  wife,  on 
whose  death  he  has  speculated  so  openly,  even  now 
in  her  grave,  nothing  would  induce  me  to  live  with 
him!" 

"  There  is  something  which  would  compel  you, 
I  fear." 

"What?" 

"  The  marriage  laws." 

"Oh,  Melanie,  do  not  say  so are  you  sure, 

quite  sm*e,  of  this  ?" 

"  I  have  reason  to  be  so,"  answered  Melanie, 
"  for  I  learned  it  practically.  A  very  few  days 
after  my  marriage — in  fact,  the  first  opportunity 

that  offered — I fled  from  Wilhelm returned 

to  my  father,  threw  myself  at  his  feet,  and  entreated 
of  him  to  take  me  back  again.  I  told  him  I  was 
desenchante  of  marriage,  wretched,  desperate,  and 
made  the  wildest  vows  never  to  displease  him  or 
my  stepmother  again ;  but  it  was  in  vain  I  wept 
and  implored.  Though  tears  of  commiseration 
stood  in  his  eyes,  he  assured  me  that  he  could  not 
do  as  I  desired — that  no  repining  or  repugnance  on 
my  part  would  be  of  any  avail — that  I  hencefor- 
ward belonged  to  my  husband,  and  must  return  to 
him  if  he  claimed  me.     Wilhelm,  informed  of  my 
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place  of  refuge  by  a  letter  which  1  had  left  on  my 
toilet,  came  for  me  himself,  and  without  vouchsaf- 
ing any  expostulations,  or  demanding  any  expla- 
nations, placed  my  arm  within  his,  and  led  me  to 
the  carriage.  I  did  not  for  some  time  observe  that 
we  had  post-horses — did  not  know  that  we  were 

leaving  my  father's  neighbourhood  altogether 

when  I  discovered but  this  can  scarcely  interest 

you  now " 

''It  does deeply The  President  was, 

of  course,  very  angry  ?" 

''  Not  at  all he  tried  to  look  grave,  but  I  saw 

that  he  had  a  strong  inclination  to  laugh.  I  had 
acted  like  a  child,  and  as  such  he  treated  me  for 
some  time  after.  I  only  mention  this  to  prove  to 
you  that  if  Edouard " 

''  I  understand,"  said  Gyrilla  ;  ''  but  I  have  the 
letter  in  which  he  promises  not  to  claim  any  right 
to  control  me." 

''  Then  perhaps  he  will  not ;  but  let  me  again 
advise  you  not  to  irritate  him." 

"  You  are  right,"  said  Cyrilla,  musingly  ;  "  and 
as  he  is  jealous  of  Eupert,  I  must  avoid  in  future 
annoying  him  in  that  way  at  least.  Besides,  I 
threatened  when  it  would  have  been  wiser  to  have 
entreated." 

''  That  was  a  great  mistake,"  said  Melanie.  ''  A 
woman's  force  lies  altogether  in  entreaty,  for  the 
laws  have  assigned  us  a  so  very  subordinate  social 
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position,  that  in  most  cases  our  threats  resemble  the 
ravings  of  angry  children." 

''  Circmnstances  have  unfortunately  made  mine  of 
but  little  more  importance,"  answered  Cyrilla ;  ^'and 
1  suppose  it  will  now  be  better  for  me  to  wait  pa- 
tiently a  few  weeks  longer,  and  then,  under  the 
plea  of  demanding  those  odious  papers,  and  asking 
his  advice,  I  can  once  more  see  him  alone,  and  make 
a  final  effort  to  discover  a  spark  of  humanity  under 
the  hard  crust  of  pride  and  selfishness  that  I  for- 
merly supposed  to  be  dignity  and  firmness  of 
character." 

At  this  moment  Madame  de  Bellegarde  and  her 
sister  were  announced,  and  a  scene  of  light  kisses 
and  fugitive  embraces,  intermixed  with  careless 
inquiries  about  health  and  sleep,  ensued.  Madame 
de  Bellegarde  whispered  to  Cyrilla :  ''  I  suppose, 
dear,  the  ZorndorfF  frightened  you  last  night,  you 
went  home  so  very  early.  Now,  take  my  advice, 
and  don't  let  her  fasten  upon  you  in  her  vampire 
way,  to  inhale  your  imponderable  emanations,  as 

Melanie  says no  one  can  stand  that  but  the 

mass  of  sinew  and  bone  called  Vica.  I  hope,  Me- 
lanie, you  will  not  humour  your  niece  in  this  fancy 
that  she  has  taken  for  Cyrilla.  I  perceived  the 
whim  the  very  first  time  they  met,  but  had  no  idea 
it  would  last  so  long." 

Melanie  was  listening  to  Julie  de  Lindesmar's 

VOL.  II.  I 


170         ,  CYRILLA. 

account  of  tlie  aiTival  of  her  Ijrother,  which  had 
taken  place  while  they  had  been  at  the  ZomdorfFs 
the  evening  before.  ^'  You  will  be  delighted  with 
Victor,"  she  continued;  '^  he  is  so  animated,  so 
thoroughly  French — quite  new  to  us  too,  for  you 
know  he  v/as  ten  years  with  mamma's  father  at 
Amboise,  and  for  the  last  five  or  six  has  been 
studying  cameralia^  I  think  he  calls  it.  I  suppose 
you  know  what  that  means — I  don't." 

'^  It  is  the  finance  department.  Edouard  studied 
cameralia,  and  is  Kammer  assessor." 

'■'•  Exactly  ;  and  Victor  has  got  a  letter  of  intro- 
duction to  him  and  to  the  President." 

'•'■  That  was  scarcely  necessary,"  observed  Me- 
lanie,  smiling. 

"  O,  it  is  a  letter  of  particular  recommendation 
to  the  President,  as  he  wishes  to  be  appointed  to 
some  situation  here,  where  he  has  so  many  relations, 
and  will  soon  have  so  many  friends ;  and  I  have 
been  so  anxious  to  arrange  a  little  pic-nic  to  Frei- 
lands  that  he  may  be  introduced  to  you  all  at  once ! 
The  weather  is  so  fine  that  we  could  arrange  every- 
thing a  I'Anglaise,  and " 

"  That  is,"  cried  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  "  she 
wants  to  dine  on  the  gi-ass  somewhere  in  the  park, 
and  have  earwigs  and  ants  crawling  over  the  table- 
cloth. I  think  it  would  be  better  to  ask  Kupert  to 
invite  us  to  dine  with  him.     We  should  then  have 
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a  good  dinner^  good  wine,  and  ices,  which  would 
put  Bellegarde  and  everybody  into  good  humour, 
and  save  our  servants  a  lot  of  trouble  !" 

"But,"  persisted  Julie,  "we  want  to  be  quite 
en  petit  comtte,  and  Rupert  cannot  be  made  to  un- 
derstand that  sort  of  thing.  He  will  invite  at  least 
half-a-dozen  of  the  officers  of  his  regiment  ;  and 
of  what  use  are  they  excepting  when  people  intend 
to  dance?" 

"  Well,  perhaps  we  may  want  them  exactly  for 
that  purpose.  You  know  Victor  intends  to  teach 
us  a  new  Polish  dance." 

"  Another  reason,  Adrienne,  for  wishing  to  be 
entre  nous.  I  don't  mind  having  M.  de  Klemmhein 
— he  quite  belongs  to  us,  and  happens  to  be  a  friend 
of  Victor's ;  but  Captain  Stauffen  and  Major  Arn- 
heim  are  my  aversion.  Now,  this  dance  I  am  quite 
determined  to  keep  for  ourselves  ;  and  only  imagine, 
Cyrilla,  how  nice  !  We  must  have  little  bells 
fastened  on  the  heels  of  our  shoes,  and  all  the  men 
must  wear  spm's  !  The  veiy  idea  of  an  exclusive 
dance  is  so  exquisite  that  you  may  imagine  what  a 
treasure  Victor  will  prove  to  us  ! " 

"  Well,  but  about  our  pic-nic,"  said  Madame  de 
Bellegarde,  impatiently ;  "  as  Julie  will  not  allow 
me  to  apply  to  Bupert,  I  think,  to  prevent  confu- 
sion, it  will  be  better  for  me  to  manage  the  whole 
affair ;  but  Melanie  must  invite  my  father-in-law, 
and  half-a-dozen  other  elderly  bores,  to  dine  with 
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the  President, — they  are  better  out  of  the  way,  you 
know." 

"  But,"  cried  Julie,  "  what  can  we  do  with  their 
wives,  who,  dull  at  all  times,  are  doubly  dull  when 
obliged  to  speak  French  ?  We  only  want  their 
sons,  and a  few  of  their  daughters." 

"  Stay,"  cried  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  "  a  sudden 
and  most  charming  idea  has  just  occurred  to  me — 
Let  us  all  dine  quietly  at  home,  as  if  we  were  think- 
ing of  nothing  at  all,  but  directly  after  propose 
driving  out,  just  at  the  time  when  stupid  people 
feel  drowsy, — nothing  pleasanter  than  an  evening 
drive,  terminated  by  a  gay  supper.  Eupert  can 
take  charge  of  Julie  and  Cyrilla ;  with  him  they 
require  no  chaperon — Melanie  must  have  places  in 
her  char-a-banc  for  those  we  choose  to  invite,  and 
no  others — I  shall  do  the  same.  There  will  be 
music  and  moonlight,  and  whether  we  return  be- 
fore or  after  midnight  is  of  very  little  import- 
ance." 

"  The  plan  is  feasible,"  said  Melanie,  '^  the 
weather  beautiful,  and  Rupert  will  be  enchanted. 
He  has  been  endeavouring  to  persuade  us  to  go  to 
Freilands  the  last  week,  but  Willielm  expects  a 
return  of  the  cold  weather,  and  will  not  yet  believe 
in  spring." 

''And  now,"  said  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  "Imust 
go  to  the  ZorndorfFs  to  let  tliem  know  our  change  of 
plan." 
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^^  Was  Margaret  well  enough  to  have  consented 
to  join  you  ?  " 

"  She  is  quite  well  again — that  is,  as  well  as  she 
ever  acknowledges  herself  to  be.  Count  ZorndorfF 
seemed  to  wish  her  to  remain  at  home ;  but  as  he 
accepted  the  invitation  for  himself,  she  did  not 
hesitate  a  moment,  and  only  requested  we  would 
excuse  her  not  remaining  out  of  doors  during  the 
sunset,  as  the  last  rays  of  light  produced  a  degree 
of  torpor  and  chill  that  she  found  it  impossible  to 
overcome." 

"  Poor  thing  !  "  said  Melanie.  "  I  wish  I  could 
ascertain  exactly  how  much  is  real,  how  much  the 
effect  of  imagination,  in  all  this.  Yesterday  morn- 
ing, after  she  had  been  m.esmerized  as  usual,  and 
when  I  supposed  her  in  a  state  of  sleepwaking,  I 
made  a  remark  to  Dr  Hurtig  which  Gyrilla  tells  me 
she  overheard  ,•  now,  as  I  was  not  '  en  rapport ' 
with  her,  she  ought  not  to  have  heard  me  at  all ;  so 
it  is  evident  that  more  '  passes '  are  necessary  than 
he  generally  uses." 

"  O,  Melanie,  could  you  not  persuade  her  to 
allow  herself  to  be  mesmerized  at  Freilands  this 
evening?" 

"  Perhaps  I  could,  but  Edouard  would  not  con- 
sent,— he  says  he  will  not  have  her  tormented." 

^'  But  I  thought  somnambulists  quite  enjoyed 
being  pinched  and  pulled,  and  having  peo})le  stand- 
ing on  their  legs,  and  twisting  their  arms !  " 
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"  It  is  supposed  they  do  not  suffer  from  any  of 
the  experiments  tried  on  them,  as  they  always 
feel  quite  refreshed  on  waking  ;  but  with  Margaret, 
you  see — mesmerism — is  a  sort  of  last  remedy 
— the  only  chance  left  of  curing  her  of  a  dis- 
ease which  dates  its  commencement  from  earliest 
infancy." 

"  Good  gi'acious  !  I  thought  her  complaint  was 
merely  what  is  called  ^  nerves,'  though  I  have 
often  suspected  there  was  something  the  matter 
with  her  hrain  too,  she  is  occasionally  so  very 
queer,  and  says  such  odd  things." 

"  I  am  sure  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  it  w^ere 
so,"  said  Melanie  with  a  sigh  ;  ^^  a  constant  repeti- 
tion of  attacks,  such  as  she  is  subject  to,  must  in 
the  end  have  a  fatal  influence  on  the  mind,  and — " 
here  she  stopped  suddenly  ;  Zorndorff  was  standing 
at  the  door  of  his  uncle's  study,  and  looking  at  her 
reproachfully.  It  was  the  first  time  he  had  ap- 
]3eared  there  since  his  marriage,  and  his  former 
habit  of  using  the  communication  between  the 
rooms  had  been  forgotten.  Cyrilla  looked  up  for  a 
moment,  and  then  continued  to  work  with  as  un- 
concerned an  air  as  she  could  assume ;  and  while 
she  pondered  on  the  different  motives  which  might 
liave  induced  him  to  change  his  plan  of  avoidance, 
and  enter  a  room  where  it  was  so  probable  he  would 
have  found  her  with  Melanie  alone,  Julie  ad- 
vanced towards  him  exclaiming :  "  How  often  it 
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happens  tliat  when  one  speaks  or  thinks  of  people 
they  suddenly  appear !" 

"  I  thought  you  were  talking  of  Margaret,"  said 
Zorndorff. 

"  Adrienne  and  Melanie  I  daresay  were,  but  I 
have  been  telling  Cyrilla  what  an  attentive  devoted 
husband  you  are !  " 

^'Mademoiselle  d'  Adlerkron  would  most  probably 
have  preferred  some  other  subject  of  conversation." 

"  Perhaps  so,"  said  Julie,  looking  from  one  to 
the  other  with  more  meaning  than  was  agreeable 
to  either  ;  '^  her  attention  seemed  rather  divided 
between  Avhat  I  was  saying  and  what  she  over- 
heard about  mesmerism, — a  subject  new  to  her,  but 
one  of  which  I  have  heard  so  much  during  the  last 
year,  that  I  detest  the  word  and  all  connected  with 
it, — besides,  you  know  I  am  a  non-believer." 

"  Indeed !     To  what  extent  ?  " 

"  0, — a — you  see  I  think  those  foolish  move- 
ments with  the  hands  called  '  passes '  really  too 
ridiculous  ;  and  then  the  idea  that  people  can  walk 
about  and  talk,  and  know  nothing  of  it  afterwards, 
is  so  very  absurd." 

"  Some  people  walk  and  many  people  talk  in 
tlieir  ordinary  sleep,  and  are  unconscious  of  it  after- 
wards," said  Zorndorff,  quietly. 

"  Yes  ;  but  these  mesmerized  people  do  and  say 
such  odd  yet  commonplace  things,  that  one  cannot 
help  suspecting  imposture, — for  my  part,  I  must 
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have  more  proofs.  At  present,  the  whole  thing  is 
so  completely  beyond  my  comprehension,  that  I 
cannot  and  will  not  believe  in  it." 

"  So,"  said  Melanie,  advancing  towards  them, 
"  so,  whatever  is  beyond  your  comprehension  is  un- 
worthy of  belief,  or  a  delusion.     I  should  really  like 
to  know  what  you  and  Adrienne  do  believe." 
^'Anything  you  please  excepting  somnambulism." 
"  You  believe  in  your  own  existence,  perhaps  ?  " 
"  Most  certainly ;  I  should  be  a  fool  to  doubt  it, 
— but  then,  I  hnow  myself." 

'' Indeed  !     Physically  and  psychologically  ? " 
"  I  don't  quite  understand  either  of  those  words," 
said  Julie,  laugliing,  '^  but  I  can  feel  myself,  and 
therefore  I  know  that  I  am." 

"  A  most  feminine  argument,"  observed  the 
President,  who  had  stopped  at  the  door  to  listen ; 
"  Cartesius  was  less  disposed  to  materialism  when 
he  began  his  philosophy  with  the  celebrated  words 
^  Cogito,  ergo  sum.'  " 

^'  0,  I  know  nothing  about  either  Latin  or  phi- 
losophy," cried  Julie,  ^'  and  the  question  Melanie 
asked  is  much  too  difficult  for  me.  Choose  some- 
thing common  and  more  easily  understood." 

"  And  what  is  easily  understood  ?  What  do  we 
in  fact  understand?"  said  Melanie  thoughtfully. 
^'  Let  us  take  the  commonest  insect,  a  blade  of 
grass,  a  grain  of  wheat.  What  is  the  sum  of  our 
knowledge?" 
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"  Take  the  grain  of  wheat  and  try,"  said  Julie. 

"  Be  it  so.  You  place  it  in  the  ground  and  it 
grows,  and  becomes  an  ear." 

"  Yes." 

"  A  grain  of  wheat  was  found  in  the  encasements 
of  a  mummy  in  Egypt,  supposed  to  have  been  there 
two  thousand  years ;  it  was  sent  to  England,  sown, 
and  it  grew.     Can  you  believe  that? " 

"It  is  surprising,  but  I  can  believe  it." 

"  Yet  you  do  not  know  why  it  grew." 

"  I  suppose  the  germ  was  uninjured." 

"  And  what  is  the  germ  ?  " 

"  I'm  sure  I  don't  know,"  said  Julie,  impa- 
tiently. 

"Nor  I  either,"  said  Melanie;  "  but,  like  you, 
I  believe  that  the  grain  of  wheat  did  gTow,  and 
that  other  grains  will  grow.  I  see  myself  sur- 
rounded by  things  which  I  am  compelled  to  believe, 
without  understanding  why  such  things  are  so; 
and  I  have  therefore  no  difficulty  in  placing  mes- 
meric somnambulism  among  the  rest." 

"  Perhaps  if  you  would  take  the  trouble  to  make 
a  convert  of  me,"  began  Julie,  "  if  you  would 
clearly  explain  to  me  what  somnambulism  really 
is " 

"  Impossible,"  said  Melanie;  "  have  I  not  con- 
fessed that  it  is  one  of  the  millions  of  things  beyond 
my  comprehension;  but  that  does  not  prevent  me 
from  believing  that  it  may  be  a  peculiar  condition 

i2 
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of  man^  and  that  there  may  be  imponderous  and 
invisible  emanations  from  om*  bodies,  that  later 
discoveries  may  make  usefril  to  our  fellow-creatures; 
but,  at  all  events,  mesmeric  phenomena  can  never 
cease  to  interest  me,  as  they  tend  to  prove  that  we 
may  enjoy  the  exercise  of  all  our  faculties,  yet 
retain  no  recollection  of  having  done  so — and  the 
continuity  of  thought  once  satisfactorily  establish- 
ed, all  doubts  and  difficulties  concerning  sleep  and 
dreams  are  at  an  end !  " 

''What  doubts  and  difficulties  do  you  mean? 
I  know  nothing  about  them — I  like  sleeping,  and 
I  detest  dreaming,  and  I  believe  most  people  think 
as  I  do." 

"  Edouard,"  said  the  President,  walking  into 
his  study,  ''  with  respect  to  the  revenues  of  the 
crown  lands,  Sennheim  and  Streck,  as  I  was 
observing " 

"  You  will  find  the  report  on  yom*  table,"  an- 
swered Zorndorff,  to  whom  Madame  de  Bellegarde 
turned  as  she  w^as  about  to  leave  the  room,  and 
observed : — 

"  I  am  going  to  your  house  now,  to  tell  Margaret 
that  our  pic-nic  dinner  is  to  be  changed  into  a  sup- 
per, and  so  late,  that  she  will  liave  little  to  fear 
from  the  beams  of  the  setting  sun." 

"  Melanie,"  said  Zorndorff,  approaching  his  aunt 
as  the  door  closed  on  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  "  you 
were  about  to  betray  the  secret  of  my  domestic 
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wretchedness  to  that  thoughtless  woman  just  as  I 
entered  the  room.  How  can  you  forget  that  curi- 
osity, not  interest  for  Margaret,  prompts  all  her 
questions?" 

Melanie  threw  herself  into  a  chair  with  a  look  of 
annoyance;  she  had  given  him  an  opportunity  of 
not  unreasonably  upbraiding  her,  precisely  at  the 
moment  she  was  preparing  to  overwhelm  him  with 
well-merited  reproaches  for  his  tyranny  to  Cyrilla. 
She  did  not  speak,  and  he  pursued  the  subject  no 
further,  but  coming  close  to  her,  said  almost  in  a 
whisper,  "  Margaret  was  very  ill  and  restless  last 
night;  one  could  almost  fancy  that  the  threatening 
danger  caused  her  an  uneasiness  similar  to  that 
said  to  be  produced  by  a  drawn  dagger  held  over  a 
sleeper. 

^' What  danger?" 

'^  Has  not  C}Tilla  told  you  that  she  intends  to 
acknowledge  our  marriage  ?  Will  not  the  discovery 
of  a  claim,  which  I  shall  not  for  a  moment  think 
of  disputing,  put  a  sudden  end  to  Margaret's 
life?" 

"  You  wilfully  misunderstand  Cyrilla,"  cried 
Melanie,  quickly;  "  Margaret's  life  is  in  no  danger 
whatever,  if  you  will,  in  this  instance  at  least,  act 
honourably,  as  you  said  you  could  and  would 
do." 

"  Cyrilla  was  not  here — I  overrated  my  strength 
when  I  so  spoke — tlie  sacrifice  is  beyond  my  power, 
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Melanie — no  sense  of  guilt  can  enable  me  to  resign 
her,  no  feeling  of  honour  stifle  a  love  like  mine." 

"  Love !  "  exclaimed  Melanie,  indignantly;  '^  do 
not  profane  the  word  by  so  using  it,  or  flatter  your- 
self that  under  such  constraint  Cyrilla  will  preserve 
a  particle  of  regard  for  you.  In  your  rough  grasp 
love  dies,  and  ambition  and  selfishness  stride  over 
the  mangled  remains !  " 

A  smile  of  derision  seemed  to  hover  o\er  Zom- 
doi-ff's  lips  as  the  President  called  out,  "  What 
are  you  talking  about  there?  has  any  one  been 
murdered?  " 

'■'■  Only  metaphorically,"  answered  Zonidoi-ff*. 

Cyrilla,  perceiving  that  he  was  about  to  leave 
them,  looked  up  anxiously;  her  face  was  very  pale, 
and  her  lips  trembled  as  she  faltered,  ''  So  then  I 
have  nothing  more  to  hope  from  you." 

"  Everything,"  he  replied,  ^^  if  you  will  speak 
to  me  yourself  in  future,  and  cease  these  messages, 
which  only  lead  to  disagreeable  misunderstandings. 
It  is  well  known  that  interference  between — people 
connected  as  we  are,  is  always  a  thankless  office. 
Forgive  me,  Melanie,  but  henceforward  Cyrilla 
must  confer  with  me  alone,  and — less  angTily  I 
liope." 

''  Edouard,"  cried  the  President,  a  little  impa- 
tiently, "  if  you  will  come  here  for  a  moment,  I 
think  we  may  put  the  Sennheim  and  Streck  papers 
aside  until  the  middle  of  August." 
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ZorndorfF,  probably  rejoicing  in  tlie  interruption, 
immediatelj  joined  his  uncle,  and  was  soon  alto- 
gether immersed  in  business. 

After  a  pause  of  some  minutes,  Cyrilla  ap- 
proached her  sister  and  whispered,  ''  Melanie,  do 
jou  think  he  could  if  he  would?  " 

''  Undoubtedly." 

^^  And  among  your  extensive  acquaintance  is 
there  no  one  to  whom  you  could  apply  for  advice?" 

Melanie  shook  her  head. 

"  Not  one  you  could  trust  with  our  secret?  " 

'^  Not  one.  I  am  afraid,  dearest,  that  you  must 
let  the  matter  rest  for  the  present,  and  resign  your- 
self to  what  is  inevitable." 

''  That  is  hard,  very  hard — 7^o^y,"  murmured 
Cyrilla. 

*^  The  trial  is  severe,"  said  Melanie,  ''  but  it  is 
of  no  vulgar  or  common-place  description.  Situated 
as  you  are,  I  could  have  felt  a  sort  of  excitement  in 
anxieties  so  calculated  to  engross  the  imagination, 
and  render  even  the  common  occurrences  of  life 
dramatically  interesting !  But  then  how  differently 
I  should  have  acted,"  she  continued,  with  great 
self-complacence  5  ^^  no  thought  of  marriage  with 
another  would  ever  have  entered  my  mind — con- 
scious of  my  power  over  Edouard,  I  should  have 
overwhelmed  him  with  my  magnanimity;  no  re- 
proach should  have  passed  my  lips;  great  in  my 
strength  of  mind,  I  should  have  sought  and  consoled 
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his  frail  suffering  wife,  should  have  talked  and 
reasoned  with  him  as  I  had  ever  done;  with  all  the 
calm  dignity  of  friendship,  I  should  have  shown 
him  that  the  woman  whose  confidence  he  had  be- 
trayed was  worthy  of  a  better  fate !  Seldom,  and  in 
but  fleeting  moments,  should  he  have  been  allowed 
to  see  the  gi'ief  that  was  gnaAving  at  my  heart — 
like  the  Spartan  boy,  I  should  have  hugged " 

"  Dear  Melanie,"  cried  Cyrilla,  half  laughing 
though  her  eyes  were  full  of  tears,  "it  is  quite 
evident  that  your  magnanimity  exceeds  mine,  but 
I  scarcely  expected  to  hear  you  speak  in  this  way 
again,  after  seeing  you  so  evidently  angry  with  him 
as  you  were  but  a  short  time  ago." 

"  Your  anxious  face  and  his  haughty  composure 
irritated  me,  I  believe,  but  it  was  for  the  last  time  ; 
he  has  unreservedly  declined  my  interference,  and 
my  office  of  mediatrix  is  now  at  an  end." 

"  Then,"  said  Cyrilla,  ''  I  have  no  friend  left 
but  Eupert,  and  fears  for  his  safety  must  ever  pre- 
vent my  asking  his  assistance.  Kothing  remains 
for  me  to  do  but,  when  once  assured  of  the  fallacy 
of  my  last  hope,  to  give  him  up  for  ever,  and  en- 
deavour, as  you  say,  to  resign  myself  to  wliat  is 
inevitable." 

"  And,"  said  Melanie,  "  in  the  meantime  try  as 
much  as  possible  to  keep  up  yom*  spirits  and  be 
like  yourself.  Adrienne  and  Julie  have  observed 
that  you  are  not  so  gay  as  you  used  to  be,  and 


CYRILLA.  183 

asked  if  you  had  not  been  greatly  disappointed  at 
Edouard's  marriage.  You  must  make  an  exertion 
to  prevent  them  from  pitying  you.  I  wish  Eupert 
would  call  here,  that  we  might  tell  him  to  come 
for  you  and  Julie  this  evening.  I'm  sure  I  do  not 
know  where  he  is  to  be  found  just  now." 

"  At  Freilands,  most  probably,"  suggested  Cy- 
rilla ;  ''  he  said  something  about  expecting  people 
to  dine  with  him  there." 

^'  Why  did  you  not  say  so  when  Adrienne  was 
here  ?  That  alone  would  have  been  sufficient  to 
make  her  postpone  her  supper." 

^'  Quite  unnecessary,"  said  Cyrilla.  "  You  have 
only  to  let  Rupert  know  we  want  him,  and  he 
will  manage  to  break  up  his  party  early  enough  to 
come  here ;  if  not,  he  can  send  for  us,  which  will 
do  just  as  well." 

"  I  don't  like  to  ask  Wilhelm  for  Ms  horses," 
said  Melanie,  walking  towards  her  writing  table  ; 
"  he  would  require  a  long  explanation ;  and  as  to 
proposing  his  joining  us,  that  is  out  of  the  ques- 
tion, as  Adrienne  says  he  is  such  a  restraint  upon 
me  that  she  will  not  have  him.  It  is  a  great  mis- 
take men  making  themselves  feared  by  their  own 
family ;  what  they  gain  in  respect  they  lose  in 
affection !  I  shall  be  obliged  to  tell  him  that  we 
intend  to  drive  out  and  spend  tlie  evening  with 
the  Bellegardes." 

"  Do  you  not  think,"  said  Cyrilla,  ^'  tliat  by  one 
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great  effort  of  courage  you  could  sliake  off  your 
fear,  and  be  perfectly  candid  with  the  President  in 
future  ?  In  your  place  I  should  at  least  make  the 
trial.  Why  not  say  that  you  are  going  to  Freilands 
with  Adrienne?  Is  it  worth  prevaricating  for  such 
a  trifle?" 

"  Perhaps  not ;  but  it  is  also  not  worth  quarrel- 
ling about." 

''  You  fear  he  would  object?" 

''  Not  exactly — but  he  would  say  something — a 
— I  don't  exactly  know  what — something  calcu- 
lated to  lessen  or  destroy  our  pleasure." 

"  I  think  you  are  mistaken ;  and  as  no  better 
opportunity  is  likely  to  occur  to  make  the  trial  I 
have  so  often  urged,  suppose  you  tell  him  our  plans 
after  dinner  to-day ;  it  will  be  better  than  that  some 
chance  reference  should  betray  all  a  few  days 
hence,  as  has  so  often  happened,  giving  him  real 
cause  for  anger  in  the  discovery  of  ha\'ing  been 
deceived." 

"  You  do  not  understand  him,  Cyrilla.  I  never 
consulted  him  about  anything,  never  asked  his 
opinion,  without  encountering  opposition  or  sneers. 
On  the  contrary,  when  I  have  occasionally  done 
things  that  might  have  provoked  such  a  man,  he 
seemed  to  think  it  a  waste  of  words  to  talk  over 
what  was  past  and  could  not  be  changed." 

''  We  shall  never  think  alike  on  these  subjects," 
rejoined  C}Tilla.     "  I  consider  perfect  confidence 
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necessary  to  happiness ;  and  my  mother  always 
said. " 

"  I  am  sorry,"  said  Melanie,  with  some  bitter- 
ness, "  very  sorry  to  be  obliged  so  often  to  enlighten 
you  about  your  mother,  Cyrilla.  She  certainly  be- 
stowed her  confidence,  or  rather  issued  her  com- 
mands, without  reserve.  My  father  was  more  in 
my  position,  with  this  difference,  that  a  ^  fait 
accompli '  did  not  exempt  him  from  reprimands " 

^^  Which,"  interposed  Cyrilla,  ''  his  thoughtless- 
ness not  unfrequently  deserved." 

"  Perhaps  so.  That  he  was  careless  in  pecuniary 
matters  is  true ;  but  his  generosity  was  so  un- 
bounded that  one  could  only  regret  his  not  having 
illimitable  command  of  money.  Never  did  my 
mother  wish  for  anything  that  he  did  not  procure 
it — for  those  he  loved  nothing  could  be  too 
costly!" 

^'-  My  mother's  lot  was  a  more  common  one," 
said  Cyrilla,  "  her  wishes  were  not  expressed,  be- 
cause she  knew  they  could  not  prudently  be 
gratified." 

"  That  was  her  rational  way  of  showing  her 
regard,"  said  Melanie,  "  and  was  quite  charac- 
teristic ;  she  gained  in  consequence  his  esteem  and 
respect  in  an  extraordinary  degree,  and  that  was 
all  she  ambitioned.  Perhaps,  after  all,  she  was 
right.    Women  easily  satisfied  are  not  likely  to  meet 
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with  disappointment,  and  are  never  so  cruelly  de- 
ceived in  their  expectations  as  1  have  been." 

"  Then  your  expectations  were  unreasonable," 
cried  Cyrilla,  warmly ;  "for  I  have  lately  dis- 
covered that  there  are  few  men  who  admire  and 
like  their  wives  more  than  the  President  does  you." 

"  Admire  !  like  !  according  to  his  ideas,  per- 
haps, but  not  mine." 

"  I  think  you  are  ungratefal,  and  misunderstand 
him  sometimes,"  began  Cyrilla. 

"  Ungrateful  I  Ought  I,  perhaps,  to  feel  grati- 
tude for  his  unmercifal  criticism  of  my  poems  ?  his 
never-ceasing  ridicule  of  my  endeavours  to  wreath 
my  brow  with  laurel,  and  raise  my  head  above  the 
waters  of  Lethe?" 

"  No ;  but  his  advice  is  worth  attending  to ;  for 
instance,  when  he  said  yesterday  that  he  thought 
a  journey  through  the  south  of  Germany  could  be 
better  described  in  prose  than  verse,  you  were  un- 
reasonably offended." 

"  Because  he  only  said  so  to  mortify  me.  Had  I 
intended  to  describe  Berlin,  Koenigsburg,  Erfurt, 
or  Exfort,  he  might  have  been  right ;  but  can  any 
subject  be  more  adapted  to  every  description  of 
poetry  than  the  south,  with  its  mountains  and  lakes, 
legends  of  gnomes,  dwarfs  and  spirits,  alpine 
horns  and  wild  huntsmen?" 

"  It  was  the  description  of  yom*  dinner  to  which 
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he  objected — the  trout,  torkej,  fiery  Hungarian 
wine,  and " 

^^  Well/'  cried  Melanie,  ^'  and  have  no  poets 
ever  described  a  banquet  ?  Did  not  Homer  him- 
self  " 

Visiters  were  announced,  and  spared  Cyrilla  the 
defence  of  Homer.  Melanie  went  to  receive  them 
in  another  and  much  more  splendid  apartment.  It 
was  one  of  the  prerogatives  of  her  high  position  in 
Exfort  to  have  one  day  each  week  on  which  she 
held  a  sort  of  diminutive  court,  receiving  with  equal 
dignity  and  condescension  the  wives  of  the  various 
assessors,  counsellors,  and  directors,  of  whom  her 
husband  was  the  chief,  and  also  of  the  officers 
whose  families  wished  to  be  on  her  visiting  list, 
and  desired  to  be  invited  to  her  house.  Like  all 
great  people,  she  complained  much  of  the  toils  in- 
cumbent on  her  station ;  but  the  individuals  who 
had  attempted  to  relieve  her  of  part  of  the  burden 
by  absenting  themselves,  were  made  to  feel  in  no 
slight  degree,  not  only  her  displeasure,  but  that 
of  the  President  also!  Yet  he  was  a  man  of 
gravity  and  wisdom,  who  professed  to  despise  the  ab- 
surdities of  etiquette ;  and  Melanie  not  unfrequently 
soared  in  idea  so  far  beyond  this  world,  as  to  view 
the  inhabitants  as  ants,  and  find  all  their  pursuits 
as  apparently  futile  !  Such  are  the  inconsistencies 
that  meet  the  observer  on  all  occasions,  and  in  all 
ranks  of  society. 
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A  few  hours  afterwards  the  President  entered  the 
drawing-room,  rubbing  his  hands  in  the  satisfied 
manner  of  a  man  who  considers  that  those  members 
of  his  body  have  been  sufficiently  diligent  to  deserv^e 
a  little  recreation.  "  I  rather  enjoy  the  idea  of  a 
musical  evening,"  he  began ;  ^'  we  shall  be  alone,  I 
believe,  and  Cyrilla  has  promised " 

"  The  weather  is  so  fine,"  said  Melanie,  ^^  that  we 
intend  to  drive  out  after  dinner ;  and  the  Belle- 
gardes  have  asked  us  to  spend  the  rest  of  the  even- 
ing with  them." 

''That  is,"  said  Cyrilla,  ''they  have  proposed 
our  driving  to  Freilands,  where  they  intend  to  give 
a  supper." 

"  Lali !  there  will  be  wild  doings  there  this  even- 
ing— dancing,  of  course." 

"  Very  little,"  said  Melanie  ;  "  we  intend  to  walk 
through  the  grounds  and  gardens,  to  ascertain  how 
far  the  spring  is  advanced." 

"And  the  flirtations  also,"  said  the  President, 
dryly ;  "  how  many  score  of  officers  do  you  ex- 
pect?" 

"  I  am  not  aware  of  any  being  invited,  excepting 
Rupert." 

"  Klemmhein  will  be  there  quite  as  certainly  as 
Rupert,  I  can  tell  you.  You  know  as  well  as  I  do 
that  he  must  be  in  attendance  '  to  walk  through  the 
grounds  and  gardens  '  with  Madame  de  Bellegarde. 
Why,  if  she  by  any  chance  should  happen  to  forget 
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him,  her  husband,  with  that  admirable  gallantry 
peculiar  to  his  nation,  would  himself  invite  him  ! " 
'^  I  did  not  think  you  would  condescend  to  repeat 
such  gossip." 

"  /s  it  gossip  ?  I  flattered  myself  you  would 
imagine  me  capable  of  making  the  remark  from  per- 
sonal observation.  It  is  quite  as  evident  as  that 
Julie  intends  to  marry  Edouard  if  his  wife  should 
die,  as  all  the  Lindesmars  predict  she  will  do  a  few 
months  hence." 

"  Julie  and  Edouard  !  "  exclaimed  Melanie  ; 
^^  that  would  be  too  ridiculous.  On  that  subject  I 
can  assure  you  that  you  are  mistaken ;  he  would 
never  think  of  her." 

"  I  did  not  say  he  would  ;  I  said  she  thought  of 
him,  as  she  does  of  any  and  every  one  who  is  eli- 
gible." 

"  You  must  have  a  very  bad  opinion  of  her," 
said  Cyrilla,  ^'  if  you  suppose  her  capable  of  en- 
deavouring to  attract  the  attention  or  gain  the  affec- 
tion of  a married  man." 

''  A  very  exalted  opinion  of  her  I  certainly  have 
not,  or  of  any  of  her  family,  or  indeed  of  any  of  those 
French  people  who  followed  Jerome  Buonaparte 
into  our  country,  and  have  remained  here  to  engraft 
their  licentious  liveliness  on  our  society,  and  im- 
perceptibly corrupt  all  around  them  by  their  ex- 
ample." 
/^  I  always  imagined  you  liked  tlie  Bellegardes," 
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said  Melanie.  ^'  You  have  never  made  the  slight- 
est objection  to  their  being  invited  to  our  house." 

"  Nor  shall  I  now  ;  they  are  a  necessary  evil  here 
— unavoidable,  amusing,  worthless  people,  who 
flutter  through  life  without  a  thought  beyond  it." 

"  They  are  not  worse  than  other  people  in  their 
rank  of  life,"  interposed  Melanie,  with  some  irrita- 
bility. 

"  I  think  they  are,"  said  the  President ;  "  be- 
cause they  are  almost  totally  uneducated,  and  want 
of  education  is  more  dangerous  in  their  rank  than 
in  any  other." 

"  Dangerous?"  repeated  Melanie,  inquiringly. 

"  Yes;  for  the  female  portion  of  the  higher  classes 
of  society  are,  from  want  of  employment,  more  led 
into  temptation  of  levity  of  conduct  than  the  middle 
and  lower  classes  ;  their  principal  pui'suit,  pleasure 
or  amusement,  naturally  induces  them  to  seek  the 
company  of  those  similarly  situated.  No  steadying 
duties  of  everyday  recurrence  bind  them  to  their 
families ;  tutors,  governesses,  housekeepers,  and 
servants,  supply  their  places.  Generally  endowed 
with  sensitive  feelings,  quick  perceptions,  and  not 
unfrequently  a  considerable  portion  of  intellect, 
occupation  of  some  kind  or  other  becomes  absolutely 
necessary.  What  use  the  Bellegardes  and  Lindes- 
mars  make  of  their  best  feelings  and  fair  proportion 
of  intelligence,  I  leave  you  to  judge." 

^^  I  will  not  condemn  them,"  said  Melanie,  smil- 
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ing ;  ^^  for  in  doing  so,  I  should  condemn  myself — 
our  mode  of  life  is  similar." 

"  Not  quite,"  said  the  President ;  '^  though  you 
devote  more  time  than  is  necessary  to  sleep  and 
your  toilet,  you  find  some  hours  every  day  for  the 
improvement  of  your  mind,  and  make  an  occasional 
effort  to  be  of  use  to  your  fellow-creatures,  when  it 
does  not  cost  what  you  consider  too  much  time  and 
trouble ;  besides,  our  house  has  not  yet  become  the 
place  of  rendezvous  for  the  idle  and  worthless,  and 
I  shall  take  care  that  the  Bellegardes  do  not  make 
it  such.  I  have  therefore  no  objection  to  see  them 
here,  no  objection  that  you  should  go  to  them,  ex- 
cepting when  they  are  what  they  call  en  ^etit  comite^ 
which  means,  in  free  translation,  ^  at  little  devilry.' 
I  ought  not  to  have  been  told  anything  about  this 
supper,  to  which  I  am  of  course  not  invited,  as  I 
should  be  considered  a  restraint  and  a  bore  ]  but  I 
could  tell  you  exactly  who  will  be  there,  and  what 
they  will  do  and  say." 

"  Perhaps,  Melanie,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  it  would  be 
better  if  we  sent  an  excuse  5  we  can  go  to  Freilands 
whenever  we  like,  you  know." 

"  It  will  be  very  rude,  after  having  agreed  to  all 
Adrienne's  arrangements." 

"  I  hope  you  will  go,"  said  the  President,  taking 
up  a  newspaper ;  "  in  fact  I  wish  it,  as  I  do  not 
choose  to  be  called  a  spoilsport  or  tyrant,  though  I 
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dare  say  in  that  worshipful  society  I  have  already 
obtained  both  denominations." 

Melanie  walked  towards  Cyrilla,  and  pretended 
to  play  with  her  ringlets,  as  she  bent  over  her,  and 
whispered  :  ^^  I  hope  yon  are  satisfied  now,  and  that 
you  enjoy  the  idea  of  the  supper,  without  re- 
serve ?  " 

"  Not  at  all ;  I  should  greatly  prefer  staying  at 
home." 

"  If  you  do,  he  will  be  dissatisfied  also.  You  will 
go,  but  with  a  greatly  diminished  sense  of  enjoy- 
ment.    What  have  you  gained?" 

^^  The  consciousness  of  having  avoided  an  unne- 
cessary concealment,"  answered  Cyrilla,  calmly. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

On  assembling  at  the  Bellegardes,  Rupert  alone  was 
missing,  and,  after  waiting  more  than  half  an  hoiu", 
Mr.  de  Bellegarde,  who  on  all  such  occasions  was 
chief  director  and  arranger,  proposed  setting  off 
without  further  delay. 

^^  But,"  whispered  his  wife,  '^  we  have  no  places 
for  Cyrilla  and  Julie." 

"  O,  Victor  will  be  but  too  happy  to  take  Ma- 
demoiselle d'Adlerkron  in  my  father's  droschka." 

'^  No,  thank  you,"  said  Cyrilla,  laughing ;  '^al- 
though I  have  every  intention  of  becoming,  in  the 
course  of  time,  very  well  acquainted  with  Count 
Lindesmar,  I  think  for  the  present  it  would  be  bet- 
ter if  Julie  was  to  go  with  him,  and  I  remained 
until  Rupert  thinks  proper  to  make  his  appearance." 

Count  Lindesmar,  a  black-haired,  black-eyed, 
very  sallow  and  very  animated-looking  young  man, 
who  had  been  speaking  to  Zorndorff,  turned  sud- 
denly round,  and,  joining  in  Cyrilla's  hiugh,  exhi- 
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bited  two  rows  of  the  whitest  teeth  imaginable  : 
^^  EJi  hien^  ma  chere  Julie .faute  de  mieux " 

"  And  you,"  said  the  Countess  Zorndorff  to 
Cyrilla,  ahnost  beseechingly^ — '^  You  will  go  with 
us?" 

"  To  be  sure  she  will/'  said  Madame  de  Belle- 
garde,  quickly.  ''  I  wonder  we  did  not  think  of 
all  this  an  hour  ago." 

Cyrilla  would  willingly  have  declined,  but  she 
could  find  no  plausible  excuse  :  so  in  the  course  of 
a  few  minutes  she  found  herself  sitting  opposite 
Zorndoi'ff,  and  beside  his  wife ;  while  odd  specula- 
tions as  to  what  his  thoughts  might  be  so  occupied 
her  mind,  that  she  remained  perfectly  silent  for  a 
considerable  time.  He  was  no  less  so  ;  but  the 
Countess  informed  her  that,  though  unable  to  sleep 
almost  all  night,  she  had  been  mesmerized  in  the 
afternoon,  and  now  felt  quite  equal  to  the  expected 
fatigues  of  the  evening.  The  w4sh  to  see  Cyrilla 
had  been  her  principal  inducement  to  brave  them, 
"  Because,"  she  added  with  a  smile,  "  I  hope  to 
make  you  forget  yesterday  night,  and  to  persuade 
you  to  come  to  me  sometimes.  I  have  quite  re- 
solved not  to  yield  to  any  feeling  of  nervousness 
this  evening." 

^'  A  steady  resolution  of  that  kind  would  be  of 
more  use  to  you  than  any  mesmcrizcr,"  said  Cyrilla. 
''  The  mind  has  incalculable  influence  on  the 
nerves." 
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"  So  I  have  been  told  ;  but,  unfortunately,  I  am 
not  at  all  strong-minded you  are,  I  suppose." 

Cyrilla  shook  her  head. 

"  But  at  least  you  are  not  nervous?" 

"N-o;  I  believe  not." 

"  Most  probably  your  nerves  have  never  been 
tried  like  mine.  You  have  led  a  happy  life,  free 
from  domestic  misfortunes.  Now,  I  lost  my  mother 
when  still  quite  a  child " 

"  And  I  my  father,"  said  Cyrilla. 

"  But  my  father  died  in  so  sudden  and  unexpected 
a  manner,  that,  though  he  had  long  been  in  a  dan- 
gerous state  of  health,  and  I  was  in  some  degree 
prepared  by  our  physician  for  the  event,  I  suffered 
terribly  from  the  shock — didn't  I,  Edouard  ?  You 
know  how  ill  I  was  for  more  than  a  week  !  For- 
tunately," she  continued,  turning  to  Cyrilla, — 
"  Fortunately,  it  was  after  my  marriage,  or  I  think 
I  could  not  have  survived  his  loss.  The  death  of 
the  last  parent  breaks  up  one's  home,  and  throws  a 
woman,  if  still  unmarried,  so  completely  on  the 
world,  or,  what  is  nearly  the  same  thing,  on  rela- 
tions who  seldom  care  for  her.  At  least  that  would 
have  been  my  case." 

"  It  was  mine,"  said  Cyrilla,  gravely. 

"  Why,  I  thought  your  mother  still  lived 

was  she  long  ill?"  asked  the  Countess,  with  that 
determination  to  talk  of  illness  and  death  which 
seems  peculiar  to  unhealthy  people. 
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"  Like  your  father,  she  had  long  been  in  a  pre- 
carious state  of  health,  but  her  death  was  awfully 
sudden." 

"  Indeed !     Were  you  present  ?" 

''  Yes.     She  died while  making  an  effort  to 

speak  to 'me." 

"  0,  Margaret ! "  exclaimed  Zorndorff,  reproach- 
fully, '^  how  can  you  question  Mademoiselle  d'Ad- 
lerkron  in  this  way  ?" 

''  Because  there  seems  such  an  extraordinary 
similitude  in  our  trials.  Still  I  have  had  one,"  she 
continued,  turning  to  Cyrilla,  '^  one  more  than  you 

the  terrible  uncertainties  and  anxieties  to  which 

Edouard  subjected  me  before  om-  marriage.  Of 
them  you  can  form  no  idea ! "  and  she  glanced 
archly  towards  Zorndorff,  who  made  no  attempt  to 
defend  himself. 

^^  But  to  return  to  your  nerves,"  said  Cyrilla, 
with  a  faint  smile.  '^  If  you  will  permit  me  to  offer 
you  advice  on  so  short  an  acquaintance,  I  should  re- 
commend a  constant  struggle  against  what  you  call 
nervousness,  ahd,  what  is  equally  important,  a  re- 
solution never  to  speak  of  it.  Endeavour  to  banish 
it  altogether  from  your  mind." 

"  Impossible  ;  I  can  scarcely  ever  think  of  any- 
thing else." 

^^  Suppose  you  were  to  find  some  kind  of  em- 
ployment to  interest  you  ?" 

^'  I  have  tried everything but. . .  .uoth i:ig  in- 


CYRILLA.  197 

tere^ts  me I  cannot  bear  the  exertion  of  any  of  the 

employments  which  give  pleasm-e  to  other  people." 

^'  There  are  some  which  require  scarcely  any  exer- 
tion, if  merely  pursued  for  amusement,"  suggested 
Cyrilla.     ^'  Drawing  or  painting,  for  instance." 

^'  My  health  never  admitted  of  my  making  suf- 
ficient progress  in  either  to  find  theni  agreeable." 

"Beading?" 

"Yes,  I  like  reading sometimes but  the 

works  I  prefer  Edouard  thinks  dangerous  and  ex- 
citing for  me.  Formerly  he  used  to  like  to  talk  to 
me  about  philosophy  and  the  other  world,  and  now 
he  wishes  I  could  forget  all  he  has  ever  said,  and 
become  a  downright  religious  bigot.  He  says  that 
women  who  have  contracted  ideas  are  infinitely 
happier  than  those  who  give  scope  to  their  imagina- 
tion, and  precipitate  themselves  into  a  chaos  of 
thought,  which  they  have  neither  the  power  nor 
inclination  to  order." 

"  But  may  not  true  religion  lie  between  these 
extremes  ?  May  not  the  middle  course,  as  in  most 
cases,  be  the  best  ?"  asked  Cyrilla. 

"  I  don't  know.  He  says,  now,  that  all  women 
ought  to  be  Boman-catholics — that  the  more  they 
believe,  and  the  less  they  trouble  themselves  with 
religious  speculations,  the  better." 

Cyrilla  looked  inquiringly  towards  Zorndorff; 
but  he  appeared  to  be  watching  for  tlic  reappear- 
ance of  the  other  carriages,  liid  by  a  turn  of  the 
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road,  and  she  renewed  her  well-meant  efforts  to 
benefit  her  companion  by  observing,  ''  I  have  not 
yet  exhausted  all  om*  employments — most  women 
like  needlework." 

"  I  do  not,  excepting  when  I  have  somebody  to 
talk  to  me." 

"  Well,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  perhaps  yon  like  mnsic?" 

"  For  mnsic  I  have  no  talent  whatever — rather  a 
fortunate  circumstance,  as  Edouard  does  not  care 
for  it,  and  actually  dislikes  the  sound  of  the  Jew's 
harp,  the  only  instrument  that  gives  me  unalloyed 
pleasure." 

"  The— the— what  did  you  say?" 

"  The  Jew's  harp,  drone,  iron  trump,  or  what- 
ever it  may  be  called.  Mesmer  used  it  frequently 
for  the  propagation  and  transmission  of  magnetic 
influence." 

"  I  have  never  even  heard  of  it,"  said  Cyrilla. 
"  How  is  it  played  ?" 

"  In  the  easiest  way  possible,"  she  answered, 
drawing  from  the  pocket  of  her  dress  a  small  iron 
machine,  which  CjTL'illa,  in  her  ignorance,  might 
have  imagined  a  boot-hook,  portable  screw,  or 
anything  but  a  musical  instrument,  and  placing  it 
between  her  teeth,  began  to  thrum  upon  it  with  ex- 
traordinary diligence. 

Cyrilla's  look  of  surprise  changed  into  one  of 
painful  uncertainty,  as  the  harsh  monotonous  sound 
grated  on  her  well-exercised  musical  ear  ;  and  when 
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tlie  flashing  eyes  fixed  on  hers,  in  glaring  interro- 
gation, convinced  her  that  no  jest  was  intended,  she 
unconsciously  drew  back  into  the  corner  of  the  car- 
riage, her  lips  apart,  and  distrust  legible  in  every 
feature. 

^  ^  Margaret,  I  request I  entreat "  began 

Zorndorff. 

But  Margaret  did  not  choose  to  hear,  and  con- 
tinued her  performance,  exhibiting  a  degree  of  skill 
which  might  have  attracted  Cyrilla's  attention  had 
her  mind  been  less  occupied. 

"Margaret,  I insist j^''  cried  Zorndorff,  at  last 

catching  her  hand,  so  as  to  cause  an  immediate 
cessation  of  the  vibrating  sounds.     "  How  can  you 

before   Mademoiselle   d'Adlerkron   and " 

He  looked  towards  the  servants,  half  expecting  to 
detect  the  covert  expression  of  a  sense  of  the  ludi- 
crous, which  even  the  best  bred  footmen  cannot  al- 
ways subdue,  instead  of  which  he  observed  that  the 
coachman  was  beginning  to  draw  up  the  carriage 
on  the  grass  beside  the  road,  while  both  he  and  his 
companion  eagerly  watched  some  object  at  the  end 
of  the  long  line  of  road  before  them. 

"  What  is  it?"  cried  Zorndorff,  starting  up. 

The  coachman  pointed  with  his  whip  to  a  car- 
riage which  neared  them  with  frightful  rapidity, 
and  at  the  same  moment  the  wild  stamping  of 
horses  at  full  speed  became  audible. 
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^'  Who  can  be  driving  in  that  mad  way?"  cried 
ZorndoriF. 

''  No  one  that  can  help  it,"  replied  the  coach- 
man ;  ''  but  I  suspect  Baron  Adlerkron  has  been 
trying  the  young  bays  he  bought  a  few  days  ago, 
and  they  liave  gone  off  with  him." 

"  Good  heavens !  "  exclaimed  Cyrilla,  "  can  no 
one  do  anything  to  save  him  ? He  will  be  kill- 
ed ! he  will  be  killed  !     Oh,  let  me  out,"  she 

added  eagerly,  endeavouring  to  pass  Zorndoi-ff. 

He  held  her  back,  but  sprang  himself  to  the 
ground.  For  about  a  minute — which  appeared  an 
eternity — they  watched  the  coming  danger,  as 
the  horses  became  visible.  The  light  carnage  to 
which  they  were  attached  seemed  to  bound  along 
the  road,  jerking  from  side  to  side,  in  a  manner 
threatening  instant  destniction.  When  within 
about  a  hundred  yards  of  him,  Zorndorff  suddenly 
rushed  into  the  middle  of  the  road,  waving  his 
hat  and  arms  above  his  head  in  a  manner  likely  to 
attract  the  horses'  attention.  They  still,  however, 
advanced,  snorting  fiu'iously,  and  there  seemed  but 
the  alternative  of  sudden  and  violent  death  to  him 
or  to  Rupert,  who,  though  still  holding  the  reins, 
had  long  lost  all  command  over  the  exasperated 
animals.  On  Zorndorff 's  continuing  courageously 
to  oppose  their  passage,  they  reeled  from  side 
to  side,  perhaps  endeavouring  to  pass  him — urged 
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bj  the  force  of  that  generous  instinct  which,  it  is 
said,  prevents  a  horse  from  willingly  tramping  on 
a  hmnan  being.  The  moment  they  wavered  and 
ceased  to  pull  together,  he  sprang  forward  and 
seized  their  heads,  his  footman  came  to  his  assist- 
ance, Rupert  drew  up  the  reins,  the  other  carriages 
drove  up,  servants  hurried  forward,  and  a  scene  of 
joyous  confusion  followed. 

"  Zorndorff,"  cried  Rupert,  extending  his  hand, 
^'  you  have  in  all  probability  saved  not  only  my 
life,  but  several  others  also.  As  long  as  I  had  the 
road  clear,  my  fears  Avere  lost  in  excitement  j  but 
no  sooner  did  I  observe  the  advancing  line  of  car- 
riages, than  a  feeling  of  horror  at  the  impending 
concussion  and  crash,  which  ajDpeared  inevitable, 
completely  overpowered  me." 

'•''  But,"  said  Melanie,  "  tell  us  how  it  happened. 
Is  there  anything  on  the  road  likely  to  frighten 
horses?" 

''  Nothing  whatever,"  replied  Rupert ;  ^'  it  was 
all  my  own  fault.  I  only  received  your  note  half- 
an-hour  ago,  and,  wishing  to  get  into  Exfort  as 
quickly  as  possible,  ordered  a  pair  of  horses  that 
had  not  been  out  for  some  days;  delayed  a  few 
minutes  giving  directions  about  a  tent  on  the  lawn, 
which  I  thought  Adrienne  would  like  ;  I  endeav- 
oured to  regain  the  lost  time  by Hallo!"   he 

cried,  springing  forward  on  seeing  Zorndorff 's  car- 
riage turned  round,  and  beginning  to  wind  its  way 
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through  the  others,  "  I  say Zorndorff you 

are  not  going  to  desert  us,  are  you  ? — why  I  have 
not  had  time  to  thank  you  or  say  how  much  I  ad- 
mire your  presence  of  mind." 

"  Let  us  suppose  it  said,"  answered  ZomdorfF, 
bending  slightly  forward.  "  Margaret  is  ill,  and  I 
must  return  home  with  her." 

^'  Come  on  to  Freilands,  it  is  much  nearer." 

^'  Can  /  he  of  any  use,  Edouard?"  asked  Me- 
lanie. 

"  No,  thank  you none  whatever,"  he  replied, 

drawing  his  wife  towards  him  with  one  arm,  while 
with  the  other  he  made  a  sign  to  the  coachman  to 
drive  on. 

Rupert  turned  to  Cyrilla,  who  was  sitting  under 
a  poplar  tree,  silent  and  pale,  and  asked  her  if  she 
would  tiTLst  herself  to  his  care. 

"  Willingly,  if  you  will  walk  with  me  through 
the  park.  I  would  rather  not  hear  or  see  anything 
more  of  horses  or  carriages  for  an  hour  or  two." 

^'  I  can  easily  imagine  it,  after  being  so  disagree- 
ably alarmed  ;  it  must  have  been  particularly  pain- 
ful to  witness." 

"  Oh,"  cried  Julie,  joining  them,  "  it  was  quite 

dreadful shocking I  really  thought  I  should 

have  fainted — indeed  it  would  have  been  quite 
natural  if  we  had  all  done  so  ;  but  Margaret  Zorn- 
dorff is  the  only  one  who  can  get  up  anything  of 
that  kind  among  us. — However,  when   so   many 
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things  have  the  power  of  makmg  her  faint  or  fall 
asleep),  it  would  be  unpardonable  had  she  remained 
unmoved  when  that  glorious  creature  was  in  such 
imminent  danger !" 

^'  Which  glorious  creature  ? "  asked  Eupert, 
smiling.  ^^  We  were  three — my  groom,  myself,  and 
Zorndorff!" 

'■'■  Ah,  bah  !  who  ever  thought  of  your  groom?" 

^^  I  did,"  answered  Kupert.  ''His  life  to  him 
and  his  family  is  quite  as  valuable  as  mine  or  Zorn- 
dorff's  to  us  and  ours  ;  and  had  he  lost  it  by  my 
impatience  and  thoughtlessness,  it  would  have 
been  a  subject  of  unceasing  regret  to  me, — that  is, 
supposing  I  had  survived  him." 

''  I  trust,"  said  Melanie,  shaking  her  head,  and 
looking  upwards,  ''  I  trust  I  may  never  again  see 
two  beings  so  dear  to  me  in  such  peril." 

''  Rupert  begs  you  will  say  three  beings,"  inter- 
posed Julie,  laughing ;  ''he  insists  on  his  groom 
being  considered  either  a  glorious  creature,  like 
your  nephew,  or  a  dear  being,  like  himself." 

"The  expressions  are  strong,"  said  Melanie; 
"  but  in  point  of  fact,  he  is  right.  There  were 
three  human  beings  in  the  same  danger,  and  I  con- 
fess with  shame  I  saw  but  two." 

"  You  are  better  than  those  who  saw  but  one," 
said  Julie. 

"Was  that  your  case?"  asked  Rupert,  care- 
lessly. 


204  CYRILLA. 

^'  I I  was  thinking  of  Margaret  when  I  made 

the  remark  ;  and  she  may  be  pardoned  for  think- 
ing only  of  Zomdorff,  as  he  seems  to  exist  now 
merely  for  her  and  her  whims.  Who  ever  expected 
that  he  would  be  so  patient,  so  minutely  attentive  ? 
he  who  was  so  accustomed  to  receive  attentions 
himselfj  I  may  say.  By  the  by,  Cyrilla,  did  you 
observe  how  closely  he  held  her,  and  how  oddly  he 
pressed  her  head  against  his  shoulder,  as  they  drove 
off?" 

^'  No  ;  I  did  not  look  at  them." 

^^  It  appeared  to  me,"  continued  Julie,  "  as  if 
he  feared  any  one  should  see  her  face." 

'^  I  think  we  had  better  go  on  to  Freilands,"  ob- 
served Melanie,  abruptly  ;  "  it  is  getting  late." 

^'  Cyrilla  wishes  to  Avalk  through  the  park,"  said 
Rupert ;  "  and  the  way  is  so  much  shorter  than  by 
the  road,  that  most  probably  we  shall  reach  the 
house  as  soon  as  you." 

"  An  excellent  idea,"  said  Julie,  turning  to 
her  brother  ;  ^^et  us  go  with  them," — and  they 
sauntered  on  together,  followed  by  Kupert  and 
Cyrilla. 

^'  I  did  not  think  there  was  such  a  gloomy  spot 
in  all  Freilands,"  observed  Julie,  soon  after  they 
entered  the  park  ;  ^'  quite  aAvful,  I  declare — enougli 
to  make  one  shudder  ! " 

''■  You  are  surely  not  so  unreasonable  as  to  expect 
the  cheerfulness  of  noon  so  late  in  the  evening," 
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said  Rupert.  "  At  an  earlier  hour  it  is  gay  enough 
here,  I  assure  you." 

'''•  Oh,"  said  Julie,  looking  round  her,  ^'  do  not  for 
a  moment  imagine  I  think  your  wood  more  dreary 
than  others.  I  dislike  sunless  places  of  this  kind 
at  all  times,  because  they  provoke  disagreeable 
thoughts  about  growing  old,  and  dying,  and  all 
sorts  of  dismal  things." 

"  And  do  such  thoughts  never  occur  to  you  else- 
where?" asked  Cyrilla. 

"  Very  seldom,  and  I  always  banish  them  as  soon 
as  possible.    Life  is  short,  and  I  wish  to  enjoy  it! " 

^'  I  believe,"  said  her  brother,  "  you  have  con- 
trived to  do  so  more  than  most  people." 

"I don't know.     Rupert,  what  is  your 

opinion  ?  You  know  more  of  me  and  my  life  than 
Victor  does." 

''  If  living  in  a  constant  round  of  dissipation,  and 
being  among  the  leaders  of  fashion  in  your  circle, 
be  enjoyment,"  answered  Rupert,  '^  you  have  had  a 
more  than  common  share  of  it.  Whether  or  not 
you  consider  it  such,  and  are  satisfied,  it  is  impos- 
sible for  me  to  say." 

"  No,  I  am  not  satisfied ;  I  feel  as  if  the  last  ten 
years  of  my  life  liad  been  a  continued  series  of  dis- 
appointments." 

There  was  a  good  deal  of  mirthful  meaning  in 
Rupert's  glance,  as  he  looked  at  her  and  suppressed 
a  laugh. 
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"  You  misunderstand  me/'  she  continued,  half 
laughing,  and  slightly  colouring.  "  I  did  not  mean 
the  disappointments  of  which  such  as  you  have 
been  the  cause.  I  referred  to  the  daily,  homdy  ex- 
pectation of  pleasure  which  is  never  fulfilled." 

"  That  is,  you  find  your  pleasures,  when  attained, 
worthless,  or  at  least  insipid." 

"  Perhaps  so.  Change  is,  I  believe,  the  only  re- 
medy. Even  Exfort,  after  Berlin,  was  agTeeable 
for  some  time." 

^^  Give  up  the  pursuit  of  pleasure  altogether,"  said 
Kupert,  "  and  become  a  useful  member  of  society,  as 
I  intend  to  be  a  few  months  hence." 

'•''  And  what  may  be  your  first  steps  towards  use- 
fulness?" 

"I  shall  leave  the  army  and  reside  either  at 
Windhorst  or  Freilands,  sow  and  reap,  feed  oxen 
and  swine,  drain  marshes  and  plant  trees,  establish 
schools  and  administer  justice.  I  rather  expect 
that  the  increased  usefulness  of  my  life,  and  conse- 
quent satisfaction,  will  give  me  an  air  of  dignity 
and  respectability,  which  I  shall  certainly  never 
acquire  while  riding  about  with  my  regiment  and 
living  in  garrison  towns." 

^'  An  air  of  portliness  and  vulgarity,  you  mean." 

^'  Scarcely,"  said  Rupert,  laughing ;  "  for  our 
branch  of  the  Adlerkrons  have  all  been  long-legged, 
haggard,  gentlemanly-looking  men." 

^'  But  you  will  never  be  able  to  play  grand  sei- 
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gneur  as  Count  ZorndorfF  already  manages  to  do  in 
liis  little  suburban  villa.  Well  may  ^lelanie  say 
that  lie  seems  born  to  greatness^  and  lias  an  innate 
appreciation  of  the  refinements  of  luxury  !  AVhat 
a  prince  he  would  have  made  !  " 

"  I  should  rather  not  belong  to  his  household  if 
he  were  one/'  said  Rupert. 

^'  Perhaps  not,  with  Margaret  for  a  princess;  but 
he  might  be  separated  from  her,  you  know,  and 
choose  another." 

"  You  J  for  instance,"  suggested  Rupert. 

"Why  not?  I  should  suit  him  better  than  she 
does,  and  would  promise  to  shut  up  the  private 
staircase  to  his  study  that  annoys  him  so  much ; 
would  refrain  from  examining  his  letters  or  asking 
him  impertinent  questions  about  certain  American 
con*espondents  and  pensioners ;  would " 

"  Julie  ! "  cried  Count  Lindesmar,  "  how  can  you 
talk  in  this  wild  way  ?  Mademoiselle  d' Adlerkron 
is  quite  shocked." 

"  JSFot  a  bit.  Cyrilla  and  every  one  knows  that 
Count  Zorndorflf  married  for  wealth,  and  not  in  the 
least  from  inclination.  His  attention  to  Margaret 
is  extremely  laudable,  no  doubt ;  but  it  would  be 
better  for  her  health  if  he  encouraged  her  fancies 
less,  and  did  not  allow  her  to  employ  three  phy- 
sicians at  once.  Is  it  not  enough  to  kill  any  woman 
when  an  alleopath,hydropath,and  homoeo])ath  daily 
prescribe  for  her — and  she  is  herself  mesmerized, 
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that,  when  in  a  state  of  sleepwaking,  as  she  calls 
her  siesta,  she  may  consider  or  dream  Avhich  pre- 
scription she  will  follow  for  the  succeeding  four- 
and-twenty  hours  ?  Indulgence  of  this  kind,  on  the 
part  of  a  man  such  as  he  is,  very  much  resembles 
killing  with  kindness." 

''  What  devilish  motives  you  give  to  conduct  we 
all  considered  the  perfection  of  patience ! "  said  Ru- 
pert. 

''  I  am  convinced  you  think  my  guess  not  far 
amiss." 

^ '  You  are  making  Zorndoi*fF  a  consummate  villain ! ' ' 

"  Not  so.  If  I  were  married  to-morrow,  I  should 
have  no  objection  to  my  husband's  endeavouring  to 
kill  me  by  excess  of  indulgence." 

''  And  I  suppose  you  give  him  equally  detestable 
motives  for  his  personal  attentions !"  said  Rupert. 

^^  You  look  so  indignant  that  I  shall  not  say  so, 
even  if  I  do,"  answered  Julie,  laughing.  ^'  But  the 
fact  is,  I  do  not  believe  Count  ZorndorfF  could  be 
otherwise.  No  one  ever  accused  him  of  want  of 
attention  to  our  sex,  excepting  when  he  wished  to 
pique  them  into  paying  attention  to  him.  I  could 
tell  you  some  of  his  exploits " 

^'  Pray,  don't,"  said  Cyrilla,  walking  on  with 
Rupert,  and  leaving  her  to  continue  her  conversa- 
tion with  her  brother,  whose  repeated  bursts  of 
laughter  proved  that  she  had  found  a  listener  more 
disposed  to  be  amused  at  than  to  criticize  her  re- 
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marks.  Separated  as  they  had  been  for  many  years, 
her  conversation  was  alike  new  and  amnsing  to  him  ; 
the  total  absence  of  all  reserve  on  her  part  being 
naturally  attributed  to  their  near  relationship.  This 
was,  however,  by  no  means  the  case.  Julie  de  Lin- 
desmar,  after  having  danced  and  flirted  away  fifteen 
of  the  best  years  of  her  life,  on  finding  the  con- 
sciousness of  age  forced  upon  her  by  successive 
rising  generations,  had,  in  order  to  secure  the  con- 
sideration and  attention  to  Avhich  she  had  been  ac- 
customed in  society,  fallen  into  the  fatal  error  of 
adopting  a  freedom  of  manner  and  speech  which, 
while  it  attracted,  caused  her  to  become  the  jest  of 
all  her  acquaintance,  and  the  subject  of  various  not 
very  creditable  bets.  She  gained  her  object,  how- 
ever, and  always  found  men  ready  to  dance  with 
her,  flirt  with  her,  joke  witli  her,  and  follow  her 
wherever  she  went.  By  no  means  devoid  of  in- 
tellect, there  were  moments  when  she  felt  hu- 
miliated, angry  with  herself  and  all  the  world,  and 
wished  to  recede..  As  well  might  she  endeavom-  to 
do  so  in  years  as  in  conduct.  Every  attempt  at 
prudery  was  treated  with  scorn  or  derision  even  by 
the  merest  boy-lieutenant  of  her  coterie  ;  and  thus, 
with  many  good  qualities,  known  only  to  her  near- 
est relations,  she  continued  her  struggle  with  the 
world  and  its  vanities,  imperceptibly  becoming  that 
most  unhappy  but  fortunately  rare  member  of  so- 
ciety— a  disreputable  old  maid  ! 
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"  I  cannot  tell  you,  Cyrilla,"  said  Eupert,  after 
he  had  walked  beside  her  in  silence  for  some  mi- 
nutes ;  ^'  I  cannot  tell  you  how  I  regTct  what  has 
occurred  this  evening  between  ZomdorfF  and  me. 
To  be  placed  under  so  great  an  obligation  to  him 
just  now  is  most  unpleasant;  but  there  is  no  use  in 
attempting  to  lessen  it.  He  showed  both  corn-age 
and  presence  of  mind  on  the  occasion,  and  was  at 
one  time  in  greater  danger  than  I  Avas." 

"  I  know  it,"  said  Cyrilla,  in  a  low  voice ;  "  and 
I  admired  his  steadiness  as  much  as  any  one  who 
witnessed  it." 

"  And  yet,"  said  E-upert,  half  inquiringly,  "  I 
think  his  conduct  afterguards  to  that  hypochon- 
driacal half  crazy  wife  of  his  infinitely  more  ad- 
mirable." 

Cyrilla  was  silent. 

"  AVhat  he  did  for  me,"  continued  Rupert,  "  I 

believe  I  could  have  done  for  him should  at  all 

events  have  attempted  it ;  at  least,  I  hope  so 

but  patience  such  as  his,  attentions  so  unwearied 
towards  a  woman  I  had  never  cared  for,  is  a  re- 
finement of  feeling  in  which  I  suspect  I  should,  in 
his  place,  have  been  found  wanting." 

Still  Cyrilla  remained  silent,  and  after  a  pause, 
Rupert  added :  ^'  The  new  light  which  this  throws 
upon  Zorndorif 's  character  gives  me  great  satisfac- 
tion. A  man  who  can  act  so  irreproachably,  under 
such  trying  circumstances,  can  hardly  hesitate  to 
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release  you  from  this  con — founded  promise 

even  though  ever  so  much  against  his  inclinations, 
eh?" 

"  I  am  afraid  you  are  mistaken  ;  "but  remember 
the  time  stipulated  for  explanation  has  not  yet  ar- 
rived." 

^'  I  know  it ;  but  patience  is  not  the  predomi- 
nant virtue  of  our  family  ;  two  months  have  abeady 
passed  over,  and  I  have  a  strong  suspicion  that, 
until  yesterday  evening,  you  did  not  speak  one 
word  to  him." 

"  You  are  right,"  said  Cyrilla ;  ^^at  first  he  avoid- 
ed me,  and  latterly  I  had  not  courage." 

"  The  impropriety  of  being  now  in  any  way 
bound  to  him  ought  to  stimulate  you." 

"  Dear  Kupert,  you  do  not  know  what  you  are 
saying." 

^'  Perhaps  not ;  I  feel  in  this  affair  very  like  a  man 
groping  about  in  the  dark ;  this  morning,  liowever, 
a  light  broke  upon  me  from  an  unexpected  quarter, 
and  I  have  become  intensely  anxious  to  know 
Zorndorff's  intentions." 

"Have  patience,  Rupert only  a  few  weeks 

longer." 

"  Be  it  so ;  but,  in  the  mean  time,  sliould  the  Pre- 
sident and  Melanie  come  to  Freilands,  it  will  be 
difficult  to  avoid  inviting  the  Zorndorffs  occasion- 
ally  have   you   any  objection   to  seeing  them 

here?" 


212  CYKILLA. 

"  None  whatever,"  replied  Cyrilla  ;  '^  if  you  will 
but  keep  your  promise  never  to  speak  to  him  about 
me." 

"  Oh,"  cried  Julie,  springing  forward  ;  '^  how 
pleasant  it  is  to  see  the  blue  sky  and  a  little  sun- 
shine again ;  this  meadow  is  quite  refreshing ;  and 
there  is  our  dear  old  balcony,  and and  I  do  be- 
lieve you  have  got  a  tent  upon  the  lawn ! " 

They  hurried  forward,  and  were  met  by  Madame 
de  Bellegarde,  who  immediately  exclaimed,  ^'  O 
Rupert,  you  dear  creature,  how  can  I  sufficiently 
thank  you  for  this  charming  sui-prise  !" 

"  If  you  mean  the  tent,  I  must  tell  you  that  it 
was  pitched  this  morning." 

"  But  the  candelabra  and  the  beautiful  flowers..." 

"  Thank  me  for  them  by  all  means,"  said  Eu- 
pert,  laughing. 

^'  I  have  ordered  supper  at  ten  o'clock,"  she  said, 
looking  round  her;  "so  we  have  time  to  take  a 
long  stroll  and  go  on  the  lake — Mr.  de  Klemmhein 
has  offered  to  row  me." 

"  You  will  find  it  cold,"  said  Eupert. 

"  Oh,  do  just  bring  me  a  sliaAvl  out  of  the  car- 
riage, will  you  ?"  she  said,  turning  to  Klemmhein, 
wlio  of  course  flew  to  obey  her  commands. 

''  And  besides,"  continued  Eupert,  "  some  of  the 
boats  are  being  painted,  and  others  are  not  yet  re- 
paired." 

"  But  I  want  to  see  the  Swiss  cottage  you  have 
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built  on  the  island.  I  liave  heard  that  it  is  quite 
beautiful,  and  that  a  family  could  live  in  it ;  that 
there  is  a  dear  little  kitchen^  and  a  love  of  a  dairy, 
and  two  darling  live  cows " 

"  I  intended  you  to  see  all  the  next  time  you 
were  my  guest,"  said  Rupert ;  "  suppose  we  say 
to-morrow,  if  Melanie  have  no  objection." 

Melanie  agreed,  and  Rupert  continued,  ''  Who 
will  inspect  my  new  conservatory,  and  the  road 
through  the  old  forest?" 

Melanie  and  Cyrilla  immediately  joined  him  ; 
some  others  followed,  the  conservatory  was  admired, 
bouquets  distributed ;  but  as  they  began  to  ap- 
proach the  skirts  of  the  wood,  their  companions 
dropped  off  one  by  one,  and  the  three  cousins  soon 
found  themselves  alone. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

Beneath  the  delicate  spring-  foliage  of  the  fine  old 
trees  which  had  once  formed  part  of  a  well-known 
forest,  Eupert  and  his  cousins  walked  on,  at  first 
unconscious  of  the  defection  of  the  rest  of  the  party, 
and,  when  aware  of  it,  rather  disposed  to  rejoice 
than  otherwise.  Carefully  and  judiciously  cleared, 
the  ground  was  covered  with  various  luxuriant 
plants,  on  which  the  sunbeams  vainly  endeavoured 
to  find  a  resting-place  :  wherever  the  light  con- 
trived to  pierce  the  interlaced  boughs,  it  seemed 
but  to  waver  over  the  surface  of  the  dark  vegeta- 
tion beneath,  or  trembled  on  the  more  lustrous 
leaves  like  dewdrops  ever  ready  to  fall.  The 
silence  was  complete,  for  the  gay  singing- birds, 
like  Julie  and  her  companions,  preferred  the  per- 
fumed shrubberies  near  the  house,  the  lime-trees 
and  syringas  at  the  lake,  to  the  gloomy  grandeur  of 
the  forest.     Full  many  a  flower  had  there  ''  blushed 
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unseen/'  and  "wasted  its  sweetness" perhaps 

not who  can  tell  what  measure  of  enjoyment 

those  primroses  and  wild  anemones  may  give  that 
fluttering  moth,  as  it  humes  from  one  to  the  other  ? 
Or  is  that  busy  goldlike  beetle  utterly  insensible  to 
the  wondrous  beauty  and  endless  variety  of  the 
surrounding  mosses,  lichens,  and  grasses  —  the 
gTaceful  elegance  of  the  waving  fern?  Melanie 
thinks  not ;  she  honours  him  by  a  comparison  with 
man,  speculates  on  the  domestic  cares  and  joys  of 
the  liliputian  mansion  he  is  seeking  under  blades  of 
grass  and  dried  leaves  of  the  previous  year — benig- 
nantly  she  smiles,  and  aids  him  with  the  carved 

ivory  handle  of  her  pink  parasol She  might,  in 

her  generosity,  have  overwhelmed  him  with  the 
profusion  of  gifts  which  cost  her  nothing,  had  not 
a  couple  of  ants,  toiling  forward  with  a  thin  withered 
twig,  attracted  her  attention.  Great  were  their 
exertions,  unceasing  their  perseverance,  and  Me- 
lanie, while  contemplating  the  pertinacity  of  their 
efforts,  moralized  on  its  similitude  with  that  of  men 
whose  struggles  in  this  world  might  be  watched 
by  a  superior  order  of  beings,  with  the  same  com- 
miserating contempt  that  she  now  bestowed  on  the 
labours  of  the  ants  ! 

"What   beings!"  asked  Rupert;   "the   ghosts 
or  the  inhabitants  of  another  planet?" 

Melanie  did  not  answer ;    her  eyes  were   now 
fixed  on  a  bright  lizard  that,  gliding  from  among  the 
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roots  of  an  oak,  stopped  suddenly,  and  remained  so 
immovable  that  it  miglit  have  been  supposed  dead, 
had  not  the  brilliant  eyes  proved  the  contrary. 

"Beautiful  little  animal!"  apostrophized  Me- 
lanie :  "  beloved  of  the  writers  of  fairy  tales,  who 
have  invariably  endowed  thee  with  msdom  and 
learning,  not  unfrequently  with  unlimited  power ! 
Is  it  fear  or  wonder  that  keeps  thee  motionless?" 

'^  Wonder,  undoubtedly,"  said  Kupert  5  "he  is 
evidently  transfixed  with  astonishment  at  your 
address.  If  he  could  speak,  and  wished  to  preserve 
his  character  for  wisdom,  he  would  tell  you  to  walk 
on,  and  endeavour  to  reach  the  lake  before  the  sun 
has  gone  down." 

"  He  would  say  no  such  thing,"  said  Melanie, 
smiling;  " he  would  rather  tell  me  to  avoid  such 
conventional  expressions  as  '  the  sun  is  going 
down,'  when  I  know,  and  everybody  knows,  the 
sun  does  not  go  down." 

"  Then  he  is  a  pedant,  and  we  will  leave  him 
alone  to  his  wisdom,  and  get  on  as  fast  as  we  can 
to  the  lake." 

"I  am  in  no  hurry  to  leave  your  wood,"  said 
Melanie  ;  "  this  solitude  is  elevating,  grand,  su- 
blime! Everything  here  compels  me  to  feel  the 
unsearchable  perfections  of  the  works  of  God,  and 
the  mysterious  relationship  which  exists  between 
us  and  the  whole  creation." 

"Lizards   inclusive!"  cried   Eupert.     "I   say, 
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Cyrilla/'  lie  added,  pointing  down  a  long  green 
avenue  to  a  magnificent  stag  that  trotted  lightly 
towards  them,  ^'  I  have  no  objection  to  acknowl- 
edge a  relationship  with  that  fine  fellow  and  all  his 
family.  Leave  Melanie  her  learned  lizard,  and  let 
lis  try  to  get  a  nearer  view  of  our  noble  relations." 

They  proved,  however,  somewhat  difficult  of  ap- 
proach :  too  well  nurtured  to  be  wild,  they  never- 
theless exhibited  a  degree  of  timidity  so  mixed 
with  stateliness,  that  it  strongly  resembled  the 
proud  shyness  not  un frequently  found  in  men  of 
noble  race.  They  occasionally  stopped,  gazed 
haughtily  round,  moved  on  a  few  steps,  grazed  a 
little,  trotted  a  little,  and,  in  short,  managed  suc- 
cessfully to  keep  their  admiring  pursuers  at  a  re- 
spectful distance. 

Melanie  walked  on  pensively,  —  not  a  plant, 
flower,  or  visible  insect  escaped  her  notice.  The 
distant  herd  of  deer,  Cyrilla's  white  dress  and  flut- 
tering ribbons  appearing  and  disappearing  in  the 
distance, — Rupert's  boyish  springs,  and  even  the 
odd  hunting-call  with  which  he  endeavoured  to 
attract  the  fearful  doe  and  flying  stag  towards  him, 
— all  added  to  her  enjoyment ;  a  mixed  feeling  of 
religious  awe  and  poetic  inspiration  came  over  her, 
and,  ever  prepared  for  such  moments,  she  crossed 
one  of  the  numerous  grass  avenues,  and  entering  a 
beech-grove  beyond,  sat  down  beneath  one  of  the 
trees,  drew  her  little  red  morocco  note-book  from 
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her   pocket,   and,   after  a  short  reverie,  began  to 
write. 

It  was  here  that  she  was  found  soon  after  by  her 
breathless  companions  5  and  while  Cyrilla  lightly 
threw  herself  on  the  ground  beside  her,  playfully 
endeavouring  to  look  over  her  shoulder,  Eupert 
contemplated,  with  folded  aiTQS,  first  his  cousins 
and  then  his  beech-trees.  Whatever  he  thought 
of  the  former,  he  kept  to  himself;  on  the  beauty 
of  the  latter,  notwithstanding  Cyrilla' s  signs  of 
silence,  he  became  eloquent,  nor  ceased  until  she 
bent  back  her  head,  and,  following  the  direction  of 
his  eyes,  admired  the  tall  straight  trunks  which, 
cleared  of  all  underwood,  had  grown  to  an  unusual 
height. 

"  You  might  have  found  a  prettier  place  to  write 
your  verses,  Melanie,"  he  said,  looking  round  :  ''I 
had  no  idea  you  were  such  an  admirer  of  woods 
and  forests,  or  I  should  have  brought  you  here  long 
ago.  A  little  fui'ther  on  is  my  favourite  spot,  just 
where  the  river  flows  into  the  lake,  and  one  can 
run  in  with  a  boat  under  the  trees.  Cyrilla  shall 
read  me  your  verses  there,  and  if  we  find  them  ap- 
propriate, they  shall  be  painted  upon  wood,  in  the 
form  of  a  shield,  and  hung  on  the  tree  opposite  to 
a  bench  which  has  lately  been  erected  :  that  shall 
be  our  try  sting-place  in  future." 

''  Painted  upon  wood,"  repeated  Cyrilla :  "  O, 
you  unpoetical  animal  !     Had  you  said  you  would 
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cut  them  in  the  bark  of  a  tree,  perhaps  she  might 
have  given  them  to  you,  but  you  have  no  chance 
now." 

"  The  bark  of  the  tree  in  question,"  said  Eupert, 
"  has  already  been  taken  possession  of  by  some  one 
who  discovered  and  enjoyed  the  seckision  of  the 
spot  before  I  did." 

^^  Your  predecessor,  most  probably." 

"  Certainly  not,  the  letters  are  too  recently  en- 
graved; a  year — two  years  at  most." 

"  And  their  purport  ?  " 

"  Their  purport,"  replied  Rupert,  ^^  betrayed  the 
author  to  me ;  mysterious  Avords  making  allusion 
to  the  first  and  last  letters  of  the  alpliabet,  which, 
being  interpreted,  I  think,  means  Adlerkron  and 
Zorndorff, — something  about  the  stream  of  destiny, 
the  chains  of  strong  necessity,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing.  The  letters  are  the  oldest  Saxon,  and  I  do 
not  know  any  one  but  Zorndorff  likely  to  write  in 
what  is  hieroglyphics  to  the  vulgar  eye.  For  my 
part,  had  I  been  disposed  to  play  pastoral,  3^ou 
would  have  seen  your  name  in  sprawling  cliarac- 
ters  by  this  time,  whereas  he  carved  so  delicately, 
that  they  have  only  now  become  visible  at  a  little 
distance." 

No  one  seemed  disposed  to  pursue  tlic  topic,  and 
they  walked  on  in  silence  for  some  time.  Although 
the  trees  were  far  apart,  the  shade  had  become 
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deeper  J  almost  gloomy,  perhaps  the  subject  of 
thought  or  train  of  reflection  also.  They  were  glad 
when,  emerging  from  the  wood,  they  once  more 
saw  the  clear  sky,  and  nothing  but  a  gentle  de- 
clivity between  them  and  the  lake.  As  they  de- 
scended it,  Eupert  pointed  to  where,  after  forming  a 
small  bay,  a  dark-colom-ed  river  noiselessly  dis- 
charged itself  into  the  bright  expanse  of  waveless 
water  before  them." 

^'  I  should  like  to  explore,"  said  Cyrilla  :  ^'  if  it 
were  not  too  late,  we  might  follow  the  course  of  the 
river,  and  see  to  what  it  leads." 

"  To  a  marsh,  extensive  bogs,  and  another  lake," 
said  Rupert;  '^  all  which  are  dignified  with  the  name 
of  moorland  on  the  map.  The  President,  however, 
thinks  that  by  a  judicious  system  of  di'ainage,  and 
top-dressing,  I  might  make  Freilands  twice  as  valu- 
able as  it  is ;  and  I  intend  to  try,  as  it  will  be  an 
occupation  for  me  this  summer.  You  mil  always 
find  a  boat  under  the  trees  here,  and  if  you  do  not 
think  it  too  late  now  to  undertake  a  voyage  to  the 
upper  lake " 

''  O,  much  too  late,"  cried  Melanie,  quickly ; 
"  besides,  you  told  Adrienne  that  the  boats  were 
out  of  repair." 

"  Some  of  them  are,"  said  Eupert,  laughing ; 
^^  but  there  are  two  or  three  in  very  good  order, 
and  this  is  one  of  them.     You  had  better  let  me 
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row  you  across  the  lake  instead  of  returning 
through  the  wood,  where,  after  sunset,  it  is  dis- 
agreeably dark  under  the  old  trees." 

While  he  stooped  to  loose  the  boat,  Melanie  and 
Cyrilla  sat  down  on  a  long  rustic  bench,  and  at  the 
same  moment  looked  towards  the  opposite  tree,  and 
discovered  the  Saxon  letters  of  which  Rupert  had 
spoken. 

"  I  should  never  have  suspected  him  of  do- 
ing anything  so so  puerile,"  observed  Cy- 
rilla. 

''  He  has  a  way  of  doing  such  things  that  de- 
prives them  of  every  trace  of  absurdity,"  said  Ru- 
pert, turning  round.  ''I  am  convinced  those  let- 
ters were  engraved  with  the  greatest  solemnity, 
and  were  never  intended  for  profane  eyes.  This 
tree  was  surrounded  by  others  at  the  time,  for  the 
clearing  of  the  hill  was  made  by  my  orders  when  I 
was  here  alone  last  summer.  That  he  Avill  consider 
the  discovery  an  omen  of  some  kind  or  other  is 
certain don't  you  think  so,  Melanie?" 

''I   think it   is   not   quite improbable," 

she  answered,  rather  unwillingly. 

"  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  he  came  here  some 
day  to  erase  the  letters,"  said  Eupert :  ''  nothing 
he  dislikes  so  much  as  my  discovering  anything  of 
tliis  kind." 

''  I'm  sure  I  don't  wonder  at  it — you  arc  so  mer- 
ciless in  your  ridicule." 
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"  I  intend  this  time  to  be  more  than  niercifiil," 
rejoined  Rupert.  '^  I  shall  be  silent.  In  fact,"  he 
added,  as  he  assisted  them  into  the  boat,  '^if  the 
tree  were  not  so  beautiful,  and  if  it  did  not  grow  so 
very 'gracefully  over  the  water,  I  should  probably 
have  condemned  it  with  the  others,  which,  of 
course,  would  have  been  a  bad  omen  for  ZomdorfF. 
However,  he  shall  enjoy  all  his  omens  in  peace ; 
and  I  may  preserve  my  tree,  if  Cyrilla  will  but 
show  a  little  of  the  courage  which  procured  for  our 
ancestors  the  sobriquet  of  eagles,  (Adler,)" 

Cyrilla  did  not  choose  to  answer.  She  bent 
over  the  boat  and  drew  her  fingers  through  the 
water ;  while  Rupert,  who  was  seldom  long  silent, 
continued  his  conversation  with  Melanie.  ^'  I  shall 
never,"  he  said,  "  be  able  to  understand  Zorndorff. 
While  making  pretension  to  be  among  the  most 
enlightened  of  the  enlightened,  he  evinces  rever- 
ence for  things  that  are  treated  with  contempt  by 
the  most  commonplace  description  of  people.  It  is 
incomprehensible  to  me  how  any  rational  man  can 
allow  his  conduct  to  be  influenced  in  these  days  of 
enlightenment  by  an  astrologer,  as  Zorndorff  has 
done,  and  is  doing." 

^^  I  think  you  are  mistaken  about  that,"  said 
Melanie. 

"  Not  a  bit I  tell  you  he  has  not  the  small- 
est doubt,  that  eveiy thing  predicted  by  that  charla- 
tan friend  of  his  will  come  to  pass." 
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^' He he  assured  me,"  said  Melanie,  ^' that 

all  about  the  astrologer  was  a  jest." 

'''  I  wish  it  were,"  rejoined  Rupert,  with  unusual 
seriousness,  as  he  rested  on  his  oars ;  ^'  for  his  de- 
termination to  fulfil  this  same  destiny  may  cause 
me,  and  some  one  I  like  better  than  myself,  much 
annoyance.  Believing,  as  I  do,  that  deeds  make 
destiny " 

"  O  Kupert,"  cried  Melanie,  interrupting  him, 
^^  how  many  events  in  life  occur  over  which  our 
actions  have  had  no  influence  ! " 

"  Very  few,  I  suspect,  that  might  not,  if  con- 
scientiously pm'sued  to  their  source,  be  traced  to 
ourselves,  cases  of  illness  and  natural  death  ex- 
cepted." 

"Rupert  is  right,"  said  Cyrilla,  thoughtfully,  as 
she  recalled  the  few  events  of  her  life,  and  felt  how 
painfully  her  deeds  were  influencing  her  lot  in  life. 
Had  he  been  thinking  of  her  ?  Did  he  begin  to 
suspect  any  tiling?  She  looked  up.  He  was  row- 
ing slowly — his  eyes  intently  fixed  on  the  oar, 
which  was  just  then  serving  as  rudder,  Cyrilla 
having  altogether  forgotten  that  she  had  under- 
taken to  steer. 

"  Before  we  pursue  our  subject,  E-upert,"  began 
Melanie,  '^  I  should  like  to  know  if  we  understand 
the  word  destiny  in  the  same  sense.     I  know  you 

are  no  fatalist " 

''  Certainly  not,  or  else  I  sliould  not  attach  so 
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mucli  importance  to  our  deeds,"  answered  Kupert, 
smiling.  ''  However,  instead  of  talking  about  the 
word,  let  me  tell  you,  without  reserve,  wdiat  I 
mean.  I  must  begin  by  saying  that  I  know  Zorn- 
doi-ff  well,  better  and  longer  than  you;  for  al- 
though his  father  and  my  uncle  naturally  avoided 
each  other's  society,  we  contrived  to  become  in- 
timate even  when  boys,  and  still  more  so  after  be- 
ing together  at  the  imiversity.  Eminently  talented, 
he  was  also  proud  and  overbearing  to  a  degree  that 
often  turned  his  warmest  admirers  into  enemies  ; 
and  on  one  occasion  provoked  a  duel  which  might 
have  ended  very  unpleasantly  for  him,  if  I  had  not 
carried  off  his  wounded  adversary  to  Windhorst, 
and  kept  him  there  concealed  until  the  inquiries 
about  him  ceased,  and  a  desperate  sabre  wound  on 
his  face  had  healed.  For  this  small  service  Zorn- 
dorff  chose  to  honour  me  with  the  name  of  friend^ 
and  bestowed  on  me  then  more  of  his  confidence 
than  is  quite  agreeable  to  him  now.  He  spoke  un- 
reservedly of  his  acquaintance  with  the  astrologer, 
and  I  remember  even  introduced  me  to  him  some- 
where or  other." 

'''■  Indeed  !  What  sort  of  looking  person  was 
he?" 

'•'  A  middle-aged,  quiet,  gentlemanly  sort  of  fel- 
low. I  did  not  say  much  to  him,  as  I  had  prede- 
termined not  to  have  my  ^  planet  ruled.'  I  believe 
that  is  the  proper  expression." 
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"  I  remember,"  said  Melanie,  "  your  telling  us 
one  evening  at  Freilands,  that  -Edouard  had  said 
your  destiny  and  his  were  connected.  That  you 
never  asked  to  see  the  scheme  of  your  horoscope  is 
incomprehensible  to  me." 

"  To  overcome  my  incredulity,  as  he  called  it," 
continued  Kupert,  ''ZorndorfF  wrote  out  Ms  and 
gave  it  to  me.  His  disposition  and  talents  were 
well  described,  but  tliat  made  little  impression  on 
me,  for  the  man  knew  him,  both  personally  and  by 
reputation,  for  several  years ;  so  I  threw  the  paper 
aside,  and  retained  but  a  very  partial  recollection 
of  its  contents." 

Rupert  paused. 

^' Well,"  said  Melanie,  "and  what  makes  you 
think  of  it  just  now  ?  " 

"  I  found  it  when  looking  over  some  papers  this 
morning,"  replied  Rupert,  "  and  was  sorry  to  per- 
ceive something  in  it  that  may  influence  Zorndorff's 

conduct  in  a  manner  likely  to  be  very irritating 

to  me." 

"How  so?" 

"  It  says,"  answered  Rupert,  with  the  nearest 
approach  to  a  scornful  smile  that  Cyrilla  liad  ever 
seen  his  well-formed  mouth  assume,  "  it  says,  first 
of  all,  that,  by  prudent  conduct  and  at  the  proper 
conjuncture^  he  would  obtain  immense  wealth  by  a 


"  You    must    allow,"    cried  Melanie,    eagerly, 
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^'  that  at  least  that  has  happened  in  the  fullest 
sense  of  the  words,  and,  I  may  saj,  without  hav- 
ing been  sought  by  Edouard — in  fact,  against  his 
inclinations." 

Rupert  shook  his  head,  looked  at  Cyrilla,  and 
continued :  ^'  As  for  that  part  of  it,  I  could  myself 
have  predicted  something  similar.  ZomdorfF  had 
a  serious  way  of  joking  about  selling  himself  to  the 
highest  bidder,  which,  I  suspect,  was  not  lost  on 
his  friend.  However,  that  does  not  concern  me  ; 
but  Avhen  he  goes  on  to  promise  him — of  course 
also,  at  the  proper  conjwicture,  another  marriage 
which  is  to  give  him  all  he  most  desires  to  possess 
— I  cannot  help  feeling  a  suspicion  that  Zorndorff, 
in  the  expectation  that  his  wife  will  die,  already 
imagines  Cyrilla  doomed  to  be  his,  and  my  hopes 
that  he  will  voluntarily  release  her  from  her 
promise  have  in  consequence  considerably  dimin- 
ished." 

The  impression  made  on  both  his  hearers  was 
too  great  to  be  unobserved  even  by  Rupert:  he 
looked  at  them  alternately,  and  then  continued,  ^'  I 
see  you  agree  with  me,  and  have  only  to  add,  that 
nothing  but  deeds  will  convince  Zorndorff,  or  shake 
his  confidence  in  his  astrologer,  whose  predictions, 
of  course,  like  the  Delphic  oracles,  admit  of  various 
interpretations.  Let  Cyrilla  but  convince  him  that 
she  will  not  be  this  second  wife,  and  he  will  seek 
some  one  else  to  fulfil  his  destiny;  perhaps  Julie  de 
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Lindesmarj  who  seems  of  late  to  interest  herself 
marvellously  in  all  that  concerns  him." 

^'  No,  no,  no,"  cried  Melanie,  shaking  her  head; 
^^  he  never  would,  he  never  could  think  of  her. 
But  I  do  not  quite  understand,"  she  added,  turning 
to  Cyrilla,  "  what  the  astrologer  meant  by  first 
wealth  and  afterwards  '  all  he  most  desired  to  pos- 
sess.'    If  the  case  had  been  reversed,  why " 

"  It  would  not  have  been  so  applicable,"  said 
E/upert;  "  but  the  fact  is,  there  is  a  good  deal  of 
oracle-like  obscurity  in  the  marriage-portion  of  the 
horoscope — the  very  words  ^  wealth  '  and  ^  all  he 
most  desired  to  possess,'  with  regard  to  him,  bear 
nearly  the  same  meaning.  I  have  mentioned  all 
these  things,  to  make  it  evident  to  Cyrilla  that  her 
actions  can  henceforward  seriously  influence  both 
Zorndorff's  and  mine;  or,  as  he  would  say,  ^  our 
destinies  are  in  her  hands.'  " 

"  Heaven  forbid !  "  exclaimed  Cyrilla,  with  a 
look  of  dismay,  as  the  consciousness  of  her  compli- 
cated relations  passed  like  a  lowering  cloud  over 
her  mind. 

"  The  astrologer  says  that  the  year  of  the  two 
threes,  which  means  this  present  year  1833,  will 
be  decisive  for  both  of  us,"  said  Rupert,  once 
more  beginning  to  row  vigorously ;  "  and  my 
present  agreement  with  you,  Cyrilla,  oddly  enough 
will  lead  to  the  verification  of  his  words,  almost  as 
much  as  Zorndorff's  scrupulous  endeavours  to  fulfil 
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the  other  predictions.  Until  to-day,  I  never  com- 
prehended his  leaving  his  wife  a  few  days  after 
their  marriage,  to  look  at  an  old  castle  in  Silesia 
which  was  to  be  sold — there  were  odd  rumours  that 
he  had  gone  elsewhere  at  the  time,  but  I  now  be- 
lieve he  really  wished  to  purchase  the  old  barrack 
of  a  place." 

Melanie  and  Cyrilla  remembered  his  visit  to 
Salzburg,  and  looked  at  each  other  inquiringly. 

'^  His  disappointment  about  being  too  late  for 
the  sale  was  too  remarkable  not  to  be  sincere," 
continued  Rupert;  ^' and  I  have  reason  to  know 
that  he  has  been  ever  since  desirous  of  purchasing 
something  of  the  same  kind.  This  morning  I  read 
the  prediction  that  a  great  portion  of  his  life  would 
probably  be  spent  in  calm  retirement  from  the 
world,  in  a  castle  of  immense  dimensions." 

'•'•  I  have  heard  him  speak  to  Wilhelm  about 
giving  up  his  ambitious  schemes,  and  retiring  to 
the  country,"  observed  Melanie,  thoughtfully,  "but 
it  is  said  that  his  attention  to  business  is  still  as 
unwearied  as  ever." 

"  It  is  singular,"  said  Eupert,  "  that  all  his 
eiforts  to  purchase  where  the  buildings  are-  exten- 
sive have  been  frustrated,  and  that  every  other 
way  of  investing  his  property  seems  open  to 
him." 

"  And  yet,"  said  Melanie,  in  a  low  voice,  "  such 
is  Edouard's  indomitable  perseverance,  that  I  have 
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little  doubt  lie  will  eventually  inhabit  a  large 
castle." 

"  If  his  own  exertions  and  money  can  promote 
his  wishes,  I  think  he  will/'  said  Rupert;  ^^  and, 
provided  Cyrilla  be  not  his  companion,  I  have  no 
sort  of  objection  to  the  plan." 

While  still  speaking,  they  had  approached  close 
to  the  island,  and  Rupert  observed  with  surprise  a 
small  boat  fastened  at  the  landing  place,  and  a 
shawl  tlirown  on  the  bank,  which  Melanie  imme- 
diately recognised  as  Madame  de  Bellegarde's. 
'^  I  might  have  known  that  Adrienne  would  not 
wait  until  to-morrow,  or  give  me  the  pleasui'e 
of  surprising  her  with  the  others,"  said  Rupert, 
with  some  vexation ;  "  she  will,  however,  be 
surprised  in  a  manner  she  little  expects  on  the 
island!  Now  for  the  well-merited  punishment," 
he  added,  and,  stooping  down,  he  unfastened  the 
boat,  attached  it  to  his  own,  and,  notwithstanding 
all  Melanie's  expostulations,  began  to  pull  towards 
tlie  opposite  shore. 

"  Rupert,  just  consider  for  a  moment,  she  is  pro- 
bably alone  with  M.  de  Klemmhein " 

''  She  imagined  herself  so,  I  have  no  doubt,  when 
she  stepped  on  shore,"  answered  Rupert,  laughing; 
"but  by  this  time  she  has  found  out  her  mistake." 

"  Who  else  is  on  the  island?  " 

''  Seven  very  good  friends  of  Klemmhein's — in 
fact,  my  dinner  party  are  there  drinking  coffee  and 
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smoking.  I  did  not  know  what  to  do  when  I 
received  your  note,  until  Arnheim  proposed  a  re- 
treat to  the  island,  promising  to  remain  there  until 
I  sent  the  iisher  to  let  them  know  that  we  were  at 
supper." 

"Major  Arnheim!"  exclaimed  Melanie,  "just 
the  last  person  Adrienne  would  like  to  meet  under 
such  circumstances." 

"  StaufFen  is  there  also,"  said  Rupert,  apparently 
much  amused;  "two  of  tlie  steadiest  men  in  the 
regiment.  Klemmhein  will  get  a  lecture  from  the 
one  and  a  sermon  from  the  other  to-morrow  morn- 
ing, as  sure  as  his  name  is  Fritz." 

"  I  don't  care  what  he  gets,"  said  jyielanie,  im- 
patiently, "  but  I  cannot  allow  Adrienne  to  be  left 
in  such  a  predicament — only  imagine  her  embar- 
rassment !  " 

"  Ah,  bah !  I  daresay  she  is  sitting  with  them  as 
jolly  as  a  bacchante." 

"  How  the  people  in  Exfort  will  talk! "  continued 
Melanie,  with  heightened  colour,  "  and  put  all 
sorts  of  odious  constructions  on  her  tlioughtlessness 
— and  our  little  coterie  will  suffer  too,  and  the 
Freilands  parties  will  be  spoken  of  in  a  manner  to 
make  Wilhelm  forbid  our  joining  them  in  future." 

Cyrilla  looked  grave,  Rupert  paused,  considered 
a  moment,  and  then  turned  the  boat  round  to  the 
island  again.  They  landed  and  reached  the  cot- 
tage just  in  time  to  hear  Madame  de  Bellegarde 
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say,  "  That  she  only  regretted  tlie  boat  was  too 
small  for  the  whole  party,  but  that  she  would  send 
another  for  those  who  remained,  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible." 

^•Capital!"  whispered  Eupert  to  Cyrilla,  as 
they  looked  through  the  foliage  of  the  trees,  and 
saw  the  object  of  their  solicitude  standing  amid  a 
bevy  of  officers,  whose  flushed  faces  exhibited 
various  expressions  of  surprise,  amusement,  and 
contempt. 

"  ;K^lemmhein  has  betrayed  us,"  cried  Major  Arn- 
heim,  laughing;  "he  knew  that  we  were  to  dine 
with  Adlerkron." 

"  Precisely,"  said  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  "  and 
directly  Rupert  made  difficulties  about  a  boat,  I 
suspected  you  were  here,  and  insisted  on  coming 
myself  to  invite  you  to  join  us." 

'^  Hang  me,"  whispered  Rupert,  with  a  look  of 
amazement,  "if  I  know  whether  she  is  telling 
stories  or  not,  but  I  rather  think  she  is,  for  she 
fears  Arnheim,  and  positively  dislikes  Stauffen. 
So,"  he  added,  coming  forward,  "  so,  after  all  I 
said  to  you,  here  your  are!  My  boat  is  large 
enough  for  the  whole  party,  if  you  will  allow  us  to 
return  in  yours.  It  is  very  kind  of  you  to  release 
my  prisoners." 

Madame  de  Bellegarde  seemed  charmed  with  tliis 
arrangement,  and  the  embarkation  was  quiet  enough ; 
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but  no  sooner  had  tlie  larger  and  better-manned 
boat  pulled  out  into  the  lake,  than  peals  of  laughter 
were  wafted  from  it  along  the  tranquil  waters. 
Klemmhein  murmured  the  words,  ^'  Confound  them/' 
as  he  looked  over  his  shoulder  towards  Eupert, 
whose  sparkling  eyes  contrasted  oddly  with  the 
forced  gravity  of  his  other  features.  Madame  de 
Bellegarde  bent  forward,  and,  clenching  her  fingers, 
shook  the  diminutive  fist  so  formed  at  the  latter, 
while  she  volubly  pom'ed  forth  a  succession  of  un- 
reasonable reproaches. 

^'  It  is  not  my  fault,  Adrienne,"  he  answered, 
laughing,  ''  that  you  chose  to  go  on  a  voyage  of  dis- 
covery, and  found  an  island  inhabited  by  savages  ! 
I  am  sure  I  said  enough  to  deter  any  one  but  you 
from  going  on  the  lake  this  evening ;  •  even  Julie 
refrained,  when  she  heard  I  wished  to  surprise  her 
with  my  cottage  to-morrow." 

"  But,"  persisted  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  ^'  in- 
stead of  that  stupid  story  about  the  boats  not  being 
in  order,  why  did  you  not  say  those  odious  men 
were  in  the  way?" 

"  Because  they  Avent  out  of  the  way." 

''  I  don't  understand " 

''  They  dined  with  me ;  and  when  I  received 
Melanie's  note,  very  good-naturedly  proposed  re- 
tiring to  the  island  with  their  coffee  and  cigars.  I 
am  glad  you  have  recompensed  them  by  an  invita- 
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tion,  which  will  he  particularly  welcome  to  Arn- 
heim,  as  he  can  enjoy  the  society  of  some  one  con- 
fided to  your  care  for  this  evening." 

"Who?     Is  it  Ida or  Hermine or  Adel- 

heid?" 

"  That  you  must  yourself  discover.     Arnheim 

.  praises  you  excessively as  chaperon;  he  says 

you  are  the  least  troublesome  person  in  that  capa- 
city he  has  ever  met." 

"  I  understand ;  but  he  shall  find  the  contrary 
this  evening." 

"  Too  late  ;  the  affair  is  settled,  and  will  be  pub- 
licly announced  in  a  day  or  two." 

As  they  walked  towards  the  house,  Madame  de 
Bellegarde  turned  abruptly  to  Klemmhein,  and 
asked  him  if  he  had  known  that  his  friends  were 
on  the  island. 

"  No  ;  on  my  honour,"  he  answered,  eagerly. 
"  They  said  you  had  betrayed  them,"  she  re- 
joined, with  some  asperity. 

"  I  knew  they  were  to  dine  with  Adlerkron,  as  I 
too  had  been  invited ;  I  preferred  going  to  you,  and 
not  seeing  any  trace  of  them  Avhcn  we  arrived,  con- 
cluded they  had  all  left." 

Madame  de  Bellegarde  began  to  linger  behind, 
and  speak  in  the  drawling  indistinct  manner  which 
she  always  assumed  when  she  did  not  choose  to  be 
understood  by  any  one  but  the  person  immediately 
addressed.     Melanic  stopped,  waited,  made  various 
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innocent  attempts  to  draw  her  into  conversation — '■ 
all  in  vain.  Rupert,  wlio  had  been  talking  to  Cy- 
rilla,  at  last  interfered. 

"  Never  mind  her,  Melanie,"  he  said,  half  laugh- 
ing. ^'  You  are  only  boring  her  and  yourself  to  no 
purpose." 

"  I  cannot  imagine,"  observed  Cyrilla,  ^^  what 
she  finds  so  particularly  attractive  in  M.  de  Klemm- 
hein." 

"  He  is  good-humoured  and  gentleman-like,"  re- 
plied Rupert. 

"  But,"  said   Cyrilla,   '^  not   by   any  means    so 
amusing  as  M.  de  Bellegarde,  who  is  also  good- 
humoured,  and  certainly  very  indulgent ;  he  allows 
Adrienne  to  do  whatever  she  pleases." 
"  She  would  do  that  at  all  events." 
^'  You  seem  to  know  her  well." 
''  As  well — better,  perhaps,  than  if  she  were  my 
sister.     In  the  time  of  our  greatest  intimacy,  she 
told  me  that  going  into  society  without  having  some 
one  particular  object  of  interest,  was    intolerably 
dull  work  after  tlie  first  year,  which,  of  course,  was 
wholly  devoted  to  dancing,  and  the  satisfying  of 
divers  little  personal  vanities.     Slie  made  me  rather 
a  convert  to  her  opinion ;   and  since  then,  and  in 
consequence  of  later  experience,  I  think  the  less 
married  people  live  in  what  is  called  the  world  the 
better  ;  that  is,  until  they  liave  grown-up  sons  and 
daughters." 
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''  Indeed ! " 

''  I  hope  you  are  not  alarmed  at  my  opinion  ?" 

^'  N — 0  ;  but  I  should  like  to  know  something  of 
your  experience." 

^'  You  thinkj  perhaps,  it  has  not  been  sufficiently 
extensive  to  warrant  what  I  have  just  said,"  replied 
Rupert,  '^  and  you  may  be  right.  I  confess  having 
judged  more  from  observation  than  actual  experi- 
ence." 

"  I  was  not  thinking  of  that,  and  only  want  to 
know  something  about  your  ^  particular  objects  of 
interest,'  "  said  Cyrilla,  smiling. 

"  My  first  was  Melanie,"  began  Eupert,  gaily. 
^'  After  having  adored  her  in  the  most  poetical  and 
deferential  manner  for  more  than  a  year,  Adrienne 
chose  to  patronize  me — much  in  the  way  she  does 
Klemmhein  now." 

"  That  did  not  last  long,"  said  Melanie,  laugh- 
ing. 

''  No  ,*  we  had  been  too  intimate  as  children, 
knew  each  other's  faults  perfectly,  and  did  nothing 
but  quarrel  and  call  each  other  ugly  names." 

"  And  tben ?"  said  Cyrilla,  archly. 

'^  Then tlicn what  did  I  do  next,  Me- 
lanie ?  " 

"  I  don't  know ;  your  '  objects  of  interest '  have 
been  too  numerous  for  my  memory ;  but  I  think... 
. .  .1  heard something about  Yirginie." 

Cyrilla  saw  liis  quick  glance  towards  her  sister, 
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marked  the  rush  of  blood  to  his  temples,  and 
waited  with  some  anxiety  for  his  answer. 

"  Virginie,"  he  repeated,  with  a  slight  degree  of 
embarrassment ;  ^'  Virginie  might  have  turned  a 
wiser  head  than  mine,  with  her  strong  feelings  and 
impassioned  manner  ;  but  years  of  unreserved  in- 
timacy blunted  my  perceptions,  I  suppose,  for  I 
never  got  beyond  the  regard  befitting  a  friendship 
that  had  commenced  time  out  of  mind." 

Cyrilla  drew  a  long  breath. 

"  Taking  her  all  in  all,"  continued  Eupert,  with 
some  warmth,  ''  she  is  by  many  degTces  the  best  of 
the  family.     Julie  is,  and  always  was,  an  audacious 

coquette;  and  as  to  Adrienne "  here  he  stopped 

and  looked  down  the  avenue,  at  the  end  of  which 
Madame  de  Bellegarde  was  still  loitering,  affectedly 
playing  with  her  parasol,  while  Klemmhein  partly 
carried,  partly  trailed  after  him,  her  long  many- 
coloured  Indian  shawl.  ''Is  it  not  provoking  to 
see  her  acting  so  foolishly,  exposing  herself  so  con- 
tinually to  ridicule  and  contempt  ?  You  have  no 
idea  of  the  manner  in  which  the  Bellegardes  and 
Lindesmars  are  spoken  of  in  Exfort." 

''  After  all,"  said  Melanie,  ''  it  is  hard  that  a 
Avoman  should  lose  her  reputation  in  consequence  of 
conclusions  unkindly  drawn  from  mere  appearances. 
The  very  pardonable  wish  to  enjoy  the  society  of 
an  agreeable  man,  or  at  worst  the  yielding  to  an 
impulse  of  vanity,  is  often  denominated  crime  by 
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the  censorious  world  ;  and  I  am  convinced  that  in 
ninety-nine  cases  out  of  a  hundred,  nothing  of  the 

kind  has  been  intended,  or  even  thought  of by 

our  sex  at  least." 

'^  I  am  sorry  I  cannot  give  you  the  same  assur- 
ance for  mine,"  said  Eupert,  laughing ;  ^^  and 
therefore  it  is  better  that  women  should  enjoy  the 
society  of  agreeable  men  with  a  degree  of  modera- 
tion which  may  defy  the  censure  of  the  world. 
You  have  always  done  so,  and  no  one  can  doubt 
that  your  temptations  to  act  otherwise  have  been 
much  greater  than  Adrienne  de  Bellegarde's." 

"  For  me  there  was  no  temptation,  no  danger," 
said  Melanie,  pensively ;  ^^  the  memory  of  Engi- 
mann  ever  hovered  round  me  like  a  guardian  angel 
■ — my  ideal  was  too  exalted  for  any  other  even 

momentarily  to  approach  it Edouard  alone  at 

one  time but  no,  his  was  but  the  outward  form 

of  the  perfection  I  sought Great  was  my  re- 
liance on  him — bitter  my  disappointment !" 

"  His  conduct  to  Cyrilla  naturally  shocked  you," 
said  Rupert,  his  eyes  fixed  intently  on  the  ground 
while  he  spoke ;  "  it  was  dishonourable,  it  is  un- 
generous and  selfish  beyond  measure.  Cyrilla  has 
exacted  a  promise  of  neutrality  from  me,  that  is 
perhaps  the  hardest  trial  to  which  I  could  have 
been  subjected ;  but  a  month  hence  I  liope  for 
some  explanation,  and  in  the  meantime,  Mclanic, 
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you  who  know  the  nature  of  our  present  engage- 


''  It  is  no  engagement/'  cried  Cyrilla,  interrupt- 
ing him  quickly  ;  "I  am  not  yet  at  liberty  to 
make  one." 

"  I  consider  it  an  engagement,  on  my  part  at 
least,  for  the  next  four  months,"  rejoined  Rupert ; 
"  and  I  was  about  to  request  Melanie  to  bear  it 
in  mind,  and  use  the  influence  which  she  possesses 
with  Zorndorff  to  our  advantage." 

"  My  efforts  hitherto  have  been  unsuccessful," 
said  Melanie  ;  '•'■  but  Cyrilla  can  tell  you  how  un- 
ceasing they  have  been.  If  the  assurance  of  my 
best  wishes  be  of  any  value,  believe  me  that  no 
one  more  sincerely  desires  the  removal  of  all  impe- 
diments to  your  marriage, — no  one  would  more  re- 
joice in  your  union  with  Cyrilla  than  I  should  do." 

''  Dear  Melanie,"  cried  Rupert,  eagerly  ;  "  that 
is  the  most  intelligible  and  kindest  speech  you  have 
ever  made  me  5"  and,  taking  her  hand  in  both  his, 
he  thanked  her  with  a  fervour  so  unusual,  that  it 
attracted  the  attention  of  Julie  and  some  others,  w^ho 
were  standing  on  the  lawn.  Their  laughter  made 
Melanie  look  up,  and  the  first  person  on  whom  her 
eyes  rested  was  Zorndorff.  His  unexpected  reappear- 
ance caused  her  to  start ;  his  inquiring  gaze  seemed 
a  sort  of  warning  to  her  omen-seeking  disposition  ; 
she  snatched  her  hand  from  her  cousin's,  and  whis- 
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pering  hurriedljj  ^'  Don't  thank  me  for  mere  good 
wishes — I  cannot  be  of  any  real  service  to  you," 
walked  into  the  tent. 

Rupert  turned  to  speak  to  Cyrilla  •  but  she  had 
disappeared  altogether,  and  it  was  not  until  an  hour 
afterwards  he  discovered  her  alone  in  tlie  music- 
room.  It  was  so  dark  that  he  could  not  distinguish 
her  features ',  but  she  continued  to  sing  at  his  re- 
quest, though  a  slight  tremor  in  her  voice,  betray- 
ing past  or  present  emotion,  was  soon  so  dissonant 
to  his  joyous  temperament,  that  he  stopped  her  by 
saying,  ''  Come,  dear  Cyrilla,  I  perceive  that  sing- 
ing is  an  exertion  to  you  to-night,  let  us  join  the 
merry  party  on  the  lawn,  and  banish  all  our  cares 
for  the  rest  of  the  evening." 

As  they  passed  through  the  large  drawing-room, 
a  dark  figure  rose  from  one  of  the  chairs,  and  moved 
stealthily  into  another  room. 

^^  Who  is  it?"  whispered  Cyrilla. 

^'  ZorndorfF,  I  am  almost  sm-e." 

"  And  he  has  been  sitting  here  listening,  while  I 

have  been  singing  that  song,  and Oh,  what  will 

he  think  of  me  !" 

^'  What  song  ?     What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"Theckla's  song and  it  brought  to  my  mind 

the  evening  I  had  sung  it  for  you  long  ago,  and 
all  that  has  since  occurred,  and  I  have  been  crying 
and  making  a  fool  of  myself,  and  he  will  totally 
misunderstand  me." 
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^^  I  remember  that  evening,"  said  Eupert,  thought- 
fully ;  '"''  it  was  just  before  our  dejeuner  dansant ; 
but  I  am  surprised  to  find  you  encouraging  remi- 
niscences which  are  both  painful  and  useless  ;  it  is 
seeking  sorrow  so  unnecessarily." 

"  Very  true,"  replied  Cyrilla  ;  "  and  misfortune 
and  sorrow,  as  Melanie  says,  seem  already  to  have 
claimed  me  for  their  own." 

"  That  was  a  more  poetical  than  wise  speecli  of 
hers,"  said  Rupert. 

^^  Perhaps  so,  but  there  are  times  when  I  feel  a 
presentiment  of  grief  to  come,  a  fear  of  impending 
evil a " 

'''•  O,  my  dear  Cyrilla,"  cried  Eupert,  interrupt- 
ing her  ;  ^^  I  greatly  fear  that  Melanie  is  depriving 
your  youth  of  all  its  happiness — with  all  her  excel- 
lence she  is  just  the  most  dangerous  companion 
possible  for  you." 

"But  she  is  so  kind  and  good,"  said  Cyrilla, 
"  and  always  means  so  well.  Nothing  could  be 
more  disinterested  than  her  advice  to  me  has  been ; 
in  fact,  she  risked  her  own  domestic  happiness  in 
the  vain  hope  to  secure  mine!" 

"  That  is,"  said  Eupert,  "  she  played  at  lottery 
with  both,  and  promoted  neither.  Do  not  think 
me  unkind  if  I  enligliten  you  a  little  witli  respect 
to  her  faults  or  weaknesses,  and  point  out  to  you 
that  her  words  and  actions  are  continually  at  va- 
riance.    While  declaring  that  love  was  beyond  all 
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price — the  greatest  of  earthly  blessings — she  mar- 
ried the  President,  for  whom  she  did  not  feel  a  par- 
ticle of  regard,  married  him  because  he  possessed 

rank  and  riches,  and  deserted one  of  the  best 

fellows  that  ever  lived — a  man  with  ^  eyes  of  deep 
serenity' — such  as  she  so  perpetually  describes  in 
her  verses ! " 

"  She  has  told  me  all  that,"  said  Cyrilla,  ^^  and 
says  that  her  life  has  since  been  one  prolonged  re- 
gret !" 

"Nonsense!"  cried  Rupert,  impatiently;  "she 
would  act  in  the  same  way  if  put  to  the  proof  to- 
morrow. Now,  understand  me  :  I  don't  blame  her 
for  marrying  Falkenstein ;  but  I  blame  her  for  not 
trying  to  see  his  good  qualities,  for  not  endeavour- 
ing to  obtain  his  confidence,  for  not  being  grateful 
for  his  tacit  indulgence  of  all  her  fancies,  his  for- 
bearance with  habits  so  diametrically  opposed  to 

his  own but I  believe  it  is  necessary  to  a 

perfect  state  of  sentimental  existence  to  have  a 
grand  secret  sorrow,  and  she  finds  the  President, 
with  his  gray  hair  and  unpoetical  expanse  of  waist- 
coat, a  fit  object  to  inspire  eternal  regrets You 

may  imagine  how  real  they  are,  when  you  hear  her 
talk  with  disgust  of  the  world  and  its  vanities,  and 
yet  live  in  a  constant  round  of  dissipation." 

"  Dear  Eupert,  she  cannot  help  herself ;  her  posi- 


"  Her  position  is  a  very  common  one,"  said  Kii- 
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pert ;  ^^  slie  talks  in  one  way,  and  acts  in  another, 
expatiates  on  the  delights  of  a  countiy  life,  but 
declines  visiting  her  husband's  estate " 

"  She  told  me,"  interposed  Cyrilla,  "  that  it  was 
in  an  odiously  uninteresting  country." 

'-''  x\ll  the  same,"  cried  Kupert.  "  Have  I  not 
heard  her  talk  of  frugality  while  eating  gi'een  pease 
at  Christmas !" 

Cyrilla  laughed,  and  so  did  Rupert ;  but  he  add- 
ed, while  they  walked  towards  the  tent  together, 
"  It  is  therefore  evident,  that  many  people's,  and 
especially  Melanie's,  theory  and  practice  widely 
differ ;  her  advice  has  not  hitherto  been  of  advan- 
tage to  you — avoid  following  it  in  future." 

Zorndorff  did  not  appear  at  supper:  some  one 
said  he  had  been  seen  going  towards  the  lake. 
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CHAPTER  XIII 

Rupert's  efforts  to  induce  the  President  to  remove 
to  Freilands  before  the  month  of  Jmie,  although 
warmly  seconded  by  both  Cyrilla  and  Melanie, 
were  vain.  The  disappointment  was  gTcat ;  but  he 
soon  resigned  himself  to  what  he  laughingly  called 
"  a  little  fit  of  obstinacy,  which  he  had  not  expected 
from  so  wise  a  man,"  deferred  asking  for  leave  of 
absence,  and  attended  to  the  duties  of  his  regi- 
ment. 

The  Viscountess  de  Rubigny  had  returned  to  her 
family  in  an  unobtrusive,  some  said  a  mysterious, 
manner ;  that  is,  one  fine  evening,  at  a  late  hour, 
she  had  made  her  appearance  at  the  Bellegardes, 
accompanied  by  an  Italian  maid  who  could  speak 
no  German,  and  a  sickly-looking,  black-eyed  boy 
of  about  two  years  old,  who  lisped  very  imperfectly 
in  French.  Now,  although  the  inhabitants  of  the 
best  liouses  in  Exfort  had  been  duly  informed  that 
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M.  de  Rubigny  had  been  mortallj  wounded  by  a 
masked  figure  during  the  carnival  of  1832,  and 
though  his  relations  had  worn  mourning  the  usual 
length  of  time  afterwards,  still,  no  sooner  was  Vir- 
ginie's  arrival  made  known,  and  it  had  been  ascer- 
tained that  neither  she  nor  her  family  were  disposed 
to  give  satisfactory  reasons  for  her  choosing  to  re- 
side in  Germany  instead  of  with  her  father-in-law 
in  France,  than  the  people  of  Exfort  thought  it  ne- 
cessary to  give  very  unsatisfactory  ones.  De  Ru- 
bigny  had  had  reason  to  be  jealous  of  a  certain 
Marqui?^  who  should  be  nameless,  and  had  written 
to  his  father,  requesting  him  to  promote  his  removal 
to  some  other  part  of  Italy.  Before  the  necessary 
arrangements  had  been  completed,  the  unfortunate 

young  man  had  been  murdered  by they  would 

not  say  who  !     Or no it  was  Yirginie  who 

had  been  jealous,  whether  with  or  without  cause  was 

unknown that  her  husband  frequented  various 

gaming-tables  became  notorious she  had  em- 
ployed some  one  to  watch  him he  had  been  ir- 
ritated  a  quarrel,  scuffle,  miu'der  had  been  the 

consequence his  father  was  inconsolable,  refused 

to  see  her,  &c.  &c.  &c.  It  was  also  rumoured  that 
servants  had  overheard  M.  de  Bellegarde  speak 
loudly  of  expensive  habits  and  debts  innumerable, 
while  Madame  had  been  equally  loquacious  about  a 
brute  of  a  father-in-law  and  a  heartless  old  gTand- 
papa  !     ]\Iadame  de  Eubigny  herself  seemed  little 
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disposed  to  be  communicative.  She  was  more  silent 
than  ever,  and  devoted  herself  altogether  to  her 
child.  When  the  physician  thought  the  air  of  the 
town  disagreed  with  him,  she  removed  without 
hesitation  to  a  small  lodging  at  a  gardener's  in  one 
of  the  suburbs,  and  her  family  extolled  her  conduct 
in  all  the  superlatives  of  the  French  language. 
"  Virginie,  with  her  luxurious  habits,  living  in  two 
little,  wretched  rooms,  without  a  carpet !  her  toilet- 
table  the  top  of  a  chest  of  painted  drawers  ! !  dress- 
ing her  child  with  her  own  hands,  and  spending 
hours  with  him  in  the  garden  ! ! !  It  was  admirable 
— affecting — sublime  ! " 

And  they  visited  her  daily,  and  found  the  hours, 
spent  in  a  large  arbour  at  the  end  of  a  well-culti- 
vated kitchen-garden,  by  no  means  dull,  for  there 
was  a  fort  in  the  neighbourliood  of  her  humble 
dwelling,  and  the  officers  who  were  not  on  guard 
visited  those  who  were,  and  then  they  turned  into 
the  garden  to  inquire  for  poor,  dear,  little  Alphonse! 
And  Rupert  invariably  stopped  there  on  his  way  to 
Freilands ;  and  it  was  remarked  by  the  gardener's 
wife  that  his  visits  became  longer  and  longer,  and  that 
his  groom  grumbled  very  much  sometimes  at  his  mas- 
ter's apparent  forgetfulness  of  him  and  his  horses. 

The  gardener's  garden  became  for  a  time  ex- 
tremely fashionable.  No  servants  were  admitted  ; 
the  company  chose  to  attend  upon  themselves,  or 
rather  on  each  other ;   and  tlic  poor  stupid  garden- 
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er's  wife  had  at  least  sense  enough  to  boil  water  for 
tea,  and  supply  them  with  brown  bread  and  butter ! 
This  playing  at  poverty  in  kid  gloves  and  satin 
boots  was  charming  ;  Virginie's  grace,  as  she  pre- 
sided at  her  rustic  table,  inimitable  ;  her  distribu- 
tion of  weak  tea,  in  cracked  delft  cups,  bewitching ! 
A  sort  of  comedy  was  being  continually  performed 
in  which  Kupert  most  unconsciously  began  to  play 
a  prominent  part;  while  even  those  who  might  be 
supposed  to  belong  to  the  audience  could  not  always 
resist  the  temptation  to  assist  at  the  little  scenes 
daily  enacted  in  the  arbour  and  its  vicinity. 

Fond  of  children  in  an  unusual  degree,  Eupert's 
principal  employment  seemed  at  first  to  be  carrying 
little  Alphonse  about  the  garden,  or  chasing  butter- 
flies for  him  among  the  cabbage-plants,  or  mending 
broken  toys ;  for,  in  the  year  1833,  those  '■''  real 
blessings  to  mothers,"  as  the  Athen^um  amusingly 
denominates  the  indestructible  toys  made  of  vul- 
canized India  rubber,  were  still  unknown.  But  in 
all  these  occupations  he  contrived  in  some  way  to 
interest  Cyrilla,  though  she  had  latterly  become 
extremely  guarded  in  both  words  and  manner,  ap- 
parently quite  as  much  dreading  Yirginie's  quiet 
scrutinizing  glances  as  Zomdorif's  steady  gaze. 
The  latter  had  seldom  time  to  lounge  away  an 
afternoon  with  them.  When  he  did  so,  he  was  re- 
ceived with  acclamation,  and  treated  as  an  honoured 
guest.     Julie   overwhelmed  him  with   attentions, 
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which   he   received  with   ironical   condescension ; 
while  his  nervous  wife,  fastening  on  Cyrilla,  fol- 
lowed her  from  place  to  place,  whispering  soft  re- 
proaches for  supposed  neglect,  and  assurances  that 
she  had  followed  her  advice  and  had  got  some  new 
books,  and  had  begun  quite  a  large  piece  of  tapestry 
work,  and  that  all  her  physicians  said  if  she  con- 
tinued for  a  few  months  as  tranquil  as  at  present, 
they  could  promise  her  years  of  health  and  happi- 
ness !     Cyrilla  smiled,  and  encouraged  her  in  her 
good  resolutions ;  at  the  same  time,  however,  care- 
fully withdrew  from  eveiy  attempted  approach  to- 
wards intimacy ;  and  though  they  spoke  to  each 
other  with  apparently  the  same  familiarity  as  the 
others,  ]\Iargaret  felt  and  Zorndorff  saw  that  Cy- 
rilla did  so  merely  to  avoid  singularity.    But  while 
his  wife  deplored  what  she  supposed  an  unconquer- 
able personal  dislike,  he  triumphed  in  the  idea  that 
jealousy  made  Cyrilla  shrink  from  the  society  of 
her  rival.     Forgetful  that  in  her  eyes  he  had  for 
nearly  three  years  appeared  in  the  light  of  a  crimi- 
nal alike  callous  and  tyrannical — unconscious  that 
every  particle  of  esteem  and  affection  for  him  had 
in  consequence  become  extinct — incapable  himself 
of  trust  so  implicit  as  Rupert's — he  never  even  sus- 
pected the   conditional   engagement   between    the 
cousins ;  and  therefore,  with  the  exception  of  oc- 
casional moments  of  jealousy,  he  had  never  ceased 
to  flatter  liimself  tliat  Iicr  heart  was  as  entirely  his 
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own  as  it  had  ever  been.  Many  trifling  occur- 
rences, and  Cyrilla's  own  manner,  served  to  con- 
firm this  error  ;  for  all  her  self-possession  had  not 
prevented  so  close  and  anxious  an  observer  from 
remarking  a  sudden  paleness  when  he  appeared,  an 
ill-concealed  trepidation  whenever  he  approached 
her  ;  and  when  at  length  with  secret  exultation  he 
perceived  her  first  timid  efforts  towards  concilia- 
tion— her  half  reluctant  attempts  to  speak  to  him, 
he  suffered  much  in  following  the  plan  he  had 
resolved  to  adopt.  But  he  did  so  ,•  and,  resolutely 
avoiding  her  advances,  pretended  to  listen  with  in- 
terest to  the  lively  gossip  of  Julie  de  Lindesmar, 
who,  the  moment  his  wife  left  his  side,  invariably 
took  her  place — observing,  with  charming  naivete^ 
that  the  contrast  of  companions  would  be  good  for 
his  health  and  spirits. 

Tired  of  this  manoeuvring,  Cyrilla  had  one  day 
seized  on  an  unguarded  moment,  and  hastily, 
perhaps  a  little  imperiously,  demanded  the  inter- 
view he  had  promised  her — but — when  the  next 
day  she  went  to  his  house,  according  to  appoint- 
ment, and  entered  the  library,  she  found  Margaret 
lying  on  the  sofa  and  quite  prepared  to  receive  her, 
while  ZorndorfF,  after  a  cold  inclination  of  his  head, 
continued  writing  as  if  no  one  had  been  present. 
Bitter  tears  of  indignation  she  shed  during  her 
walk  home  with  Melanie.  Many  were  her  resolu- 
tions never  again  to  speak  to  him  ;  but  the  thought 
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of  being  obliged  to  resign  Rupert  for  ever  was  so 
painful,  that  by  degrees  she  was  induced  to  listen 
patiently  to  the  diffident  extenuation  of  his  conduct 
offered  by  her  sister,  and  even  to  hope  again 
despite  of  experience. 

About  this  time  a  large  circular  wooden  edifice 
began  to  be  erected  not  far  from  Virginie's  resi- 
dence ;  in  other  w^ords,  just  outside  the  town.  It 
was  a  circus  for  a  troop  of  equestrian  performers, 
who,  having  fulfilled  their  engagements,  or  quar- 
relled with  the  directors  of  the  Cirque  de  Paris,  or 
Astley's  in  London,  had  now  resolved  to  perform 
on  their  own  account  at  the  principal  (and  princi- 
pally garrison)  towns  of  Germany.  Let  it  not  be 
supposed  that  their  wandering  propensities,  or  the 
fact  of  their  performances  taking  place  in  a  booth, 
necessarily  proved  that  they  were  of  a  worthless  or 
even  inferior  description.  The  beautiful  and 
gTaceful  L6jar  has  sprung  through  the  usual  num- 
ber of  papered  hoops  and  garlands,  and  over 
astonishing  rows  of  tricolor  bands,  before  the  ad- 
miring eyes  of  royalty  itself  in  such  a  place  ;  and 
her  black-bearded  husband  has  hung  on  the  flank 
of  his  flying  courser,  or  driven  his  nine  horses  with 
the  same  unerring  dexterity  there  as  at  Franconi's  ! 

The  troop  in  question  were  not  quite  so  dis- 
tinguished, but  there  were  several  very  good  riders, 
vaulters,  and  jugglers  among  them  ;  also  a  little 
girl  who  performed  wonderful  leaps ;  a  very  hand- 

M  2 
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some  woman ;  horses,  mules,  and  ponies  of  all 
descriptions ;  a  ''  Monsieur  clown,"  who  spoke  very 
broken  German ;  and  a  Hans  Wurst,  who  was 
very  rough,  and  dealt  out  blows  and  handfuls  of 
sawdust  in  a  manner  likely  to  produce  bursts  of 
applause  from  the  last  tier  of  benches. 

That  the  building  of  the  circus,  and  the  arrival 
of  horses,  hoops,  garlands,  bands,  and  bigas,  should 
cause  considerable  interest  in  Exfort,  will  not  sur- 
prise any  one  who  has  ever  spent  any  time  in  a 
provincial  town  ;  and  when  at  length  the  prima 
donna  arrived,  the  interesting  event  was  naturally 
discussed  in  every  family,  and  with  peculiar  zest  at 
the  assembly  which,  not  long  afterwards,  took 
place  at  tlie  gardener's. 

^' Did  you  see  her,  too?"  asked  Madame  de 
Bellegarde,  turning  Avith  her  usual  vivacity  to  her 
husband  the  moment  he  entered  the  garden. 

'^  Yes  ;  but  at  a  respectful  distance — she  was 
sitting  in  rather  a  pensive  attitude  on  a  wooden 
bandl30x  in  the  middle  of  the  street ! " 

"  Is  she  so  very  handsome  ?" 

''Don't  know, — Klemmhein  was  nearer,  and  lie 
says  she  had  deuced  dirty  gloves  on,  and  was  some- 
what swarthy  of  countenance." 

'^  She's  an  Italian," said  Klemmhein,  ''but  there's 
Adlerkron;  why  have  you  not  asked  him?  He  talked 
to  lier  for  nearly  an  hour,  and  has  already  taken 
the  laro-est  box  in  the  circus  for  the  whole  time  she 
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remains  here.  Her  complexion  evidently  did  not 
displease  him  ;  and  he  is  no  had  judge  of  such 
things." 

Virginie's  eyes  slowly  moved  in  the  direction 
indicated  ;  and  a  scarcely  perceptible  flush  passed 
over  her  sallow  cheek  as  Cyrilla  unhesitatingly 
saidj  ^'  Come,  Rupert,  tell  us  all  about  her ;  is  she 
handsome?" 

"  She  has  magnificent  eyes,  and  raven  black 
hair,"  he  answered,  smiling ;  "  and  you  know  I 
consider  black  hair  a  positive  beauty  in  itself." 

"  Without  exactly  meaning  to  dispute  your 
taste,  Adlerkron,"  said  Klemmhein,  "  I  must  say 
that  fair-haired  women  have  something  infinitely 
more  angelic-looking  than  dark-haired." 

"Perhaps  you  are  right,"  said  Rupert;  "for," 
he  added,  turning  to  Cyrilla  with  a  meaning 
glance,  "  if  I  wanted  an  angel's  head  for  a  church, 
I  should  certainly  prefer  yours  to  Melanie's,  though 
she  is  undoubtedly  a  great  deal  handsomer  than 
you  are  !" 

"  My  only  consolation,"  said  Cyrilla,  looking  up 
demurely,  "  is,  that  artists,  who  are  supposed  to 
have  studied  beauty  more  than  other  people,  almost 
always  give  the  preference  to  fair  hair.  The  pre- 
dilection is  made  evident  in  a  most  satisfactory 
manner  in  all  the  pictures  of  the  Day  of  Judgment 
I  have  ever  seen." 

"  That  is  true,"  said  Virginie  ;  "  it  is  quite  pro- 
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Yoking  to  8CC  all  tlie  fair-haircd  women  going 
upwards,  and  all  the  dark-haired  ones  going  to 
to " 

"  Out  with  it,  Virginie,"  cried  Rupert,  laughing; 
*'  we  are  only  talking  of  pictureH,  you  know." 

Virginie  ntooped  down  rather  unneceHsarily  to 
arrange  lier  little  hoy's  blouze,  which  had  been 
])ulled  HOHicwliat  awry  by  a  tiny  Bword  that  I{u]K»rt 
liad  just  taken  an  infinity  of  troul)l('  to  fasten  in  a 
manner  calculated  to  make  as  much  noise  as  poH- 
Ki])l(5  whenever  he  moved.  The  child  struggled, 
freed  himself  from  his  mother's  hands,  walked  a  few 
steps,  looked  uneasily  ovca-  his  shoulder*,  and  not 
liearing  the  clinking  noise  lie  expected,  ran  to 
Kupert,  and,  after  a  short  pantomime  of  childish 
despair,  began  to  scream  with  ail  liis  might. 

^'  VVliJit  hniMH  the  little  aninial  has  !"  observed 
M.  de  J^ellegarde.  "  You  need  not  be  anxious 
about  llie  state  of  his  chest,  Virginie.  J3ravo, 
bravr> encore encore  !  " 

Virginie,  who  Heerricd  to  uiidcrstanfl  more  in  her 
brother-in-law's  speech  than  ''  met  the  ear,"  first 
tried  to  pacify,  and  then  prepared  to  carry  off  her 
(;hild ;  but  Kupert  held  the  little  bawler  fast,  and 
whisjjen^d,  "Mamma  knows  nothing  about  swords, 

Alphonsf^ but   it's  not  broken,  and   see if 

you  don't  make  noise  enough  directly  to  asfonisli 
us  all!" 
■  "Ilchasdone  that  already,"  saidM.deBellegardc. 
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^MXrwilli  yon,  iriy  lilllr  wjiirior/'  criid  IJiipnl, 
aftc-r  liaviii/^  HMllHlju'-toiily  (•.oniplctcd  llic.  work  of 
unti'liiU'.HH  ;  and  lln*.  hoy  Hlnillrd  lorvvMi*!  lovviinlM 
the-  |)art  of  l.lic  /'nrdrn  jippinpi  i:il<(|  lo  cjiMmKCH, 
trailing-  liiK  tin  .'i|»|»cii<l;i;'v,  jiflcr  liim  willi  rvidcnl 
Hatinfactioii,  ami  looking;  from  nidc,  l,o  hIiIc  hh  il"  llic 
planiH  liJid  Ixm-h  ,'iti  admiring;  iindliliidc. 

''()iic,  irii;'lil,  iriorM.li/c,  on  (IimI  hahy'n  llioniddM 
and  adioiiH "  In'-p^aii  IVIclnnic.. 

'^  IVay,  doii'l,"  cried  Ik-n|M'.il,  Inn/^driM/'; ;  '^  for  I 
can  inin/i'Inc  yonr  diavvinp;  a,  very  lill.lc  llallcriii/^ 
compariHon  ImIvvcch  nonic  l.-u/'c,  lliin|';K  wcarin/j; 
HWord.s  and  l.lial,  iiniall  lliin/-;  iJic.rc!" 

Mcdanic  Hiriilcd.  "  I  nlionld  ccrlaihly  have 
clioHcn  oIIk'T  vvordM  ;  hnl,  a.l,  lcai',1,  yon  liavc  made 
if  cvidcnl  lo  rnc  llial  (»l,licra  a.K  well  a.;',  niyncdf  make 
nicnl.al  (M»mparlHoiiH  of"  t.lial,  kind.  I  never  nee 
cliilriren    playirif^,   wilJionl,  iJie   llion;'lil,  HU^^^c.Hl.in/^ 

ilH(di' Are  not  wc  like  children  in  ihe  eycM  of  a 

lii;i;]ie,r  ordei-  ol'  hein^'HV  I  >o  lliey  leel  llic  I'.nid 
yet  HOiiicwhal  cordcmplnonH  e(jmpaHHion  ihal,  we 
cxp<Tie,n(;e  on  wiUieHHin;.';  ihe  follieH  oi'  loihle;',  of 
iidanlH  V  " 

'' Zorndorff,  come  nearei',"  naid  |{.n|»erl,,  rinin/^  ; 
''  Medanie  Ih  ^ctl.inp^  into  the  world  ol'  i-.pirilH,  and 
yon  can  follow  Iict  tintre  hett<-r  than  I  can." 

'^  I'alher  let  UH  draw  her  hack  lo  nH,"  Hn/nl  Zorn 
dorll";    ^'  lor,  wilhonl.  deneendine;  lo  ehddrejr,',  playH, 
or  anei-ndinr^'  to  Hupe.rioj'   he.inKHj  we.  onrMidvcH  can 
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find  daily  opportunities  of  feeling  the  contemptuous 
compassion  of  which  she  speaks." 

"  Not  I,"  cried  Eupert ;  "  I  do  not  even  expe- 
rience it  for  that  little  urchin  there :  on  the  con- 
trary, I  can  quite  enter  into  his  feelings,  participate 

them,  in  fact it  is  but  a  very  few  years  since  I, 

too,  trailed  my  sabre, — the  only  difference  between 
us  wortii  mentioning  being,  that  I  did  not  do  it  for 

cabbage-plants." 

''  You  do  yourself  injustice,"  obser^^ed  Vir- 
ginie ;  ^'  I  never  saw  any  one  so  totally  devoid  of 
vanity — so  free  from  such  follies,  as  you  have  ever 
been." 

"  And  yet  I  trailed  my  sabre,"  rejoined  Eupert, 
pertinaciously.     "  Virginie,  you  know  I  did." 

''  If,"  observed  Zorndoi-ff,  with  a  scarcely  per- 
ceptible glance  towards  Cyrilla,  '^  if  any  one  knows 
the  when,  why,  and  where  you  did  so,  it  must  be 
Madame  de  Eubigny." 

"  Of  course,"  answered  Eupert.  ^^  She  knows 
as  much  about  me  as  any  one  can — our  acquaint- 
ance began  when  I  was  but  little  older  than  Al- 
phonse." 

"  And  friendships  begun  so  early,"  observed 
Virginie,  with  a  certain  degree  of  patlios,  "  be- 
come a  part  of  our  being,  and  seldom  end  but  witli 
life  !  " 

^^  Let  us  take  a  lease  of  ours  for  that  period," 
said  Eupert,  with   a  good-humoured  smile,  as  lie 
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sauntered  towards  a  table  in  the  arbour,  ^\liere, 
finding  a  large  yellow  paper  printed  in  placard 
type,  he  held  it  up,  and  began  to  read  aloud  : — 
^'  ^  Cirque  de  Paris  ;'  ^  Jeux  Olympiques  ;'  ^  Pas  de 
Deux  5'  '  Pegasus ;'  ^  Madame  Amina  Vinci,  &c.  &c. 
&c.'  Who  will  honour  the  Circus  with  their  pre- 
sence, and  who  will  not  ?  I  have  places  in  my  box 
for  Melanie,  Cyrilla,  and  Yirginie." 

'^  I  am  afraid,"  said  Yirginie,  with  some  hesita- 
tion, '^  I  cannot ought  not  to  go." 

"Why  not?" 

"  I  have  still  a  sort  of  mourning " 

"  Which  you  may  lay  aside  whenever  you  please, 
I  suppose.  I  wish  these  black  things  were  gone," 
he  added,  touching  some  lace  which  formed  a  ra- 
ther fantastic  but  very  becoming  head-dress. 

"  You  don't  like  black  lace  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know.  I  am  not  learned  in  such  mat- 
ters ;  but  I  would  rather  see  your  beautiful  hair  than 
any  lace  in  Christendom." 

Without  a  moment's  hesitation,  Yirginie  re- 
moved the  offending  coiffure,  but  also  with  it  the 
comb  that  fastened  the  beautiful  hair  so  unreserv- 
edly admired. 

Her  brother-in-law Oh,  why  are  brotliers-in- 

law  sometimes  so  clear-sighted  or  so  facetious  ?  Is 
it,  that  tlicy  have  nothing  at  stake,  and  care  not 
whether  they  mar  or  make? ^L  dcBellegarde 
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laughed,    and   exclaimed,    "  Well  done,  Virginie 

extremely  natural never    saw   any    one 

whose  hair  falls  so  often  or  so  appropriately  as  yours ! 
' — ^but  indeed  the  temptation  was  strong,  after  such 
a  speech  as  Adlerkron's." 

"  My  hair  falls  often but  I  cannot  help  it," 

said  Virginie,  slowly  and  not  very  adroitly  rolling 
it  round  the  back  of  her  head.  "  Alphonse's 
Bonne  unfortunately  cannot  dress  hair,  and  I  can- 
not afford  to  keep  a  maid  for  myself  until,"  she 
added  in  a  low  voice,  as  she  took  her  comb  out  of 
Rupert's  hands,  ''  until  I  have  paid  all — all  my 
debts." 

"  Dearest  Virginie,"  cried  Madame  de  Belle- 
garde,  approaching  her,  "it  is  very  naughty  of 
Henri  to  taunt  you  in  this  manner,  especially  when 
he  knows  as  well  as  I  do  the  admirable  motives 

which " 

"  O,  yes — I  understand  her  admirable  motives 
perfectly,"  said  M.  de  Bellegarde,  nodding  saga- 
ciously. 

While  Virginie  bestowed  a  furtive  glance  of  in- 
tense anger  on  her  brother-in-law,  Zorndorff  smiled 
oddly,  and  looked  from  Cyrilla  to  Rupert.  The 
latter  was  apparently  interested  in  some  lines  which 
he  was  making  Avith  his  spur  on  the  gravel-walk, 
and  he  continued  his  occupation  as  he  said,  "  I 
suppose,  Cyrilla,  I  may  reckon  on  you  and  Melanie 
to-night?" 
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^'  O,  certainly, — I  wish  of  all  things  to  see  your 
black-haired  beauty." 

"  I  flatter  myself/'  he  said,  looking  up  with  a 
smile, — "  I  flatter  myself  that  you  will  be  agreeably 
surprised — she  is  just  the  sort  of  woman  to  look 
splendid  by  lamp-light !  " 

When  Yirginie's  visiters  left  the  garden,  she  de- 
tained Madame  de  Bellegarde,  and  said,  with  great 
irritation  of  manner,  '^  That  it  was  impossible  any 
longer  to  endure  Henri's  insults,  and  if  her  sister 
could  not  in  future  come  without  him,  she  would 
rather  not  see  her  at  all !  " 

'^  My  dear  creature,  you  know  he  always  talks 
in  that  wild  way — he  says  the  same  sort  of  things 
to  me  continually.  Only  fancy  his  telling  M.  de 
Klemmhein  the  other  day,  whea  we  dined  at  Frei- 
lands,  that  I  could  drink  more  champagne  than  any 
woman  of  his  acquaintance,  and  that  one  could  tell 
the  number  of  glasses  I  had  had  by  the  twinkle  of 
my  eye  !  Did  you  ever  hear  anything  so  vulgar  ? 
and  then  he  laughed  and  joked  about  it,  until  M. 
de  Klemmhein  quite  blushed  for  him.  I  am  sure 
tliat  was  a  great  deal  worse  than  merely  observing 
that  your  hair  tumbled  down  rather  often." 

"  0,  it  was  not  exactly  that  I  meant it  was 

what  he  said  last a a sort  of  reference 

to  things  long  past." 

"  Or,"  said  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  '^  or  things 
to  come,  perhaps?" 
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''■  Do  you  think  Eupert  understood  or  suspected 
"  began  Virginie. 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Madame  de  Bellegarde. 
"  He  is  too  gentlemanlike  to  exhibit  a  shade  of 
consciousness  on  such  an  occasion ;  he  did  not  even 
appear  to  hear." 

"  I  did  not  venture  to  look  at  him,"  said  Vir- 
ginie ;  "  for  you  know,  Adrienne,  that  the  slightest 
hint  of  a  wish  to  attract  him  would  be  sufficient  to 
put  him  on  his  guard.  I  never  refer  to  the  past 
when  it  is  possible  to  avoid  it ;  for,  were  he  once  to 
imagine " 

"  Never  mind  what  he  imagines — he  is  still  free, 
it  seems,  and  you  are  again  so ;  therefore,  to  pre- 
vent further  annoyance,  I  shall  enlighten  Henri  to- 
night when  we  are  alone.  He  is  not  such  a  fool  as 
to  interfere  when  there  is  the  slightest  chance  of 
your  success ;  so  you  have  nothing  to  fear  from 
his  jests  in  future...... as  far  as  Eupert  is  con- 
cerned." 

^^  But you  need  not  be  too  explicit,  Adrienne." 

"  Of  course  not.  I  have  only  to  tell  him  that 
Eupert  certainly  was  attached  to  you  some  years 
ago  ;  and  if  it  had  not  been  for  mamma's  awkward 
manoeuvring,  of  which  some  busy-body  informed 
his  uncle  Gottfried,  there  was  every  chance  of  a 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing eh?" 

"  Exactly — I — wish — I  were  quite  certain  that 
his  fancy  for  Cyrilla  were  over." 
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^'  You  never  were  quite  certain  that  it  existed. 
Did  you  not  tell  me  yourself  that  you  could  not  get 
her  to  confess  anything?" 

"  That  is  true.  Nevertheless,  I  suspect  she  re- 
fused him,  in  order  to  be  at  liberty  to  accept  Count 
ZorndorfF,  who  certainly  was  attached  to  her  at 
that  time,  and  evidently  is  so  still  more  than  is  ad- 
visable, though  Julie  actually  has  the  folly  to 
imagine  he  prefers  her  because  she  is  such  a  con- 
trast to  his  wife." 

Madame  de  Bellegarde  shrugged  her  shoulders, 
and  began  to  walk  towards  the  garden- gate. 

"  If,"  continued  Virginie,  '^  if  Margaret  should 
die,  as  every  one  says  she  will  a  few  months  hence, 
Count  ZorndorfF  will  assuredly  oifer  himself  to 
Cyrilla  as  soon  as  he  can  do  so  with  propriety. 
I  wish  I  were  equally  sure  she  would  accept 
him." 

"  Poor  Victor  ! "  said  Madame  de  Bellegarde, 
laughing,  '^I  suppose  he  has  no  chance  what- 
ever ?'' 

'^  Not  the  least,"  answered  Virginie.  "  Cyrilla 
is  quite  unconscious  of  his  admiration  ;  but  even 
were  it  otherwise,  I  do  not  think  that  grand})apa 
would  consent  for  some  years  at  least,  and  that 
would  be  of  no  use  to  me,     I  wish  with  all  my 

heart  she  were  married to  any  one  excepting 

Kupert He  quite  provoked  me  just  now  by 

calling  her  baby  face  angelic — an  angel's  head  for 
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a  chui'ch,  with  wings  under  the  ears,  I  suppose  !  I 
felt  the  greatest  inclination  to  propose  that  she 
should  in  future  carry  a  trumpet  about  with  her, 
and  favour  her  admirers  with  a  few  blasts  occa- 
sionally, to  complete  the  resemblance  !" 

"  It  is  very  well  you  were  silent.  Such  a  speech 
would  have  betrayed  a  world  of  jealousy." 

"  And  I  am  jealous oh,  Adrienne,  I  am  hor- 
ribly jealous,"  cried  Yirginie,  vehemently. 

"  Now,  pray  don't  take  the  affair  au  serieux^^ 
cried  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  laughing ;  '^  it  would 
be  too  ridiculous  !  Rupert  is  an  excellent  parti  no 
doubt,  but  it  is  absolutely  necessary  for  you  now  to 
keep  your  pecuniary  difficulties  in  your  mind,  and 
to  marry  the  first  man  of  good  fortune  who  asks 
you.  Whether  he  be  named  Rupert  or  Moritz 
is  not  of  much  importance.  This  entre  nous^  of 
course." 

"  And  do  you  think  me  as  heartless  as  Julie  ?" 
cried  Virginie,  catching  her  sister's  arm.  ''  Do 
you  imagine  that  I  can  change  the  object  of  my 
affection  every  six  months  as  she  does  ?  I  tell  you 
no  ;  I  would  rather  beg  my  bread  than  marry  again, 
if  it  be  not  Rupert ! " 

"  I  declare  you  are  quite  violent,"  said  Madame 
de  Bellegarde,  shrinking  a  little. 

"  You  cannot  understand  me,"  said  Virginie, 
with  a  look  and  tone  of  contempt.  ''  What  do  you 
know  of  such  feelings  ?'* 
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"  Grracious,  Virginie  !  how  you  talk .just  as 

if  I  had  neither  heart  nor  feelings  ! " 

"  O  yes,  you  have  both such  as  they  are  !" 

"  Well,  I  am  sure  it  is  better  so  than  such  as 
yours,"  cried  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  angrily.  ^'  I 
at  least  never  reversed  the  order  of  things,  and 
offered  love  instead  of  accepting  it ;"  but  the  words 
had  scarcely  escaped  her  lips  before  she  repented 
them.  "  Pardon  me,  Virginie,"  she  said,  turning 
beseechingly  to  her  sister,  who  stood  pale  and  rigid 
as  a  statue  beside  her, — "  Pardon  me  :  I  did  not 
consider  what  I  was  saying." 

"  Make  no  apologies,"  answered  Virginie,  with 
a  tragic  air.  '^  I  believe  you  knew  not  the  torture 
you  inflicted  :  only  those  who  have  themselves  felt 

are  merciful.     Scoff  on !     Why  should  I  care  ? 

Why  not  rather  glory  in  loving  the  most  excellent 
of  human  beings  ?  " 

"Nonsense!"  cried  Madame  de  Bellegarde, 
drawing  her  shawl  round  her  with  an  impatient 
sweep,  as  if  she  thought  it  time  to  end  their  conver- 
sation. "  Don't  talk  to  me  in  this  way.  Rupert 
is  a  dear  good  soul,  generous  as  a  prince,  and 
honourable  as  a  knight  of  romance  ;  but  it  Avas  his 
fortune  and  not  himself  that  attracted  you,  and 
still  more  mamma,  a  few  years  ago." 

"  I  deny  that,  as  far  as  I  am  concerned,"  said 
Virginie. 
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"  You  sui'prise  me;  for,  after  all,  he  is  not  the 
sort  of  man  to  make  a  woman  forget  the  world  and 
everything  for  him." 

"  More  so,"  rejoined  Virginie,  "  than  jowx present 
adorer,  M.  de  Klemmhein,  I  should  think." 

"  By  no  means,"  said  Madame  de  Bellegarde, 
without  the  slightest  embarrassment  or  iiTitation. 
"  Klemmhein  has  the  incalculable  advantage  of  being 
perfectly  devoted,  whereas  Kupert's  attention  is  be- 
stowed on  such  a  variety  of  things,  that  he  will 
never  have  time  to  be  more  than  politely  kind  or 
good-naturedly  civil  to  any  woman." 

^^  Very  odd  that  he  should  have  found  so  many 
willing  to  receive  his  good-natured  civility!"  ob- 
served Yirginie,  ironically. 

"  His  position  makes  him  desirable,"  said  Madame 
de  Bellegarde  ;  "  and  I  am  sorry  to  perceive  it  is 
merely  a  secondary  consideration  with  you.  Vanity 
is  not  his  weakness  ;  and  attentions,  whether  feigned 
or  real,  will  make  little  impression  on  him,  I  fear." 

"  You  are  right,"  said  Yirginie  ;  '^  but  if  /  have 
had  a  lesson,  so  has  he.  Cyrilla  has  made  him  feel 
what  it  is  to  be  slighted.  I  told  him  it  would  be 
so  three  years  ago  at  Freilands,  and  he  is  changed 

(perhaps  in  consequence)  for  the  better is  more 

serious  and  steady  than  he  used  to  be,  and 

once  quite  sure  that  her  influence  were  at  an  end,  I 
should  have  no  reason  to  despair." 
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^'  There  is  no  engagement,  at  all  events,"  said 
Madame  de  Bellegarde,  ^'  and  that  ought  to  satisfy 
you ;  but  now  I  really  must  go  home,  for  Henri 
can  pardon  anything  rather  than  being  kept  wait- 
ing for  dinner." 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

Some    days  of  rain  were  succeeded  by  beautiful 
spring  weather,  and  again  the  Bellegarde  coterie, 
with  the  exception  of  Rupert,  began  to  assemble 
daily  at  the  gardener's.     Little  Alphonse's  stam- 
mering inquiries  for   ^^  Upert"   were   at  first  an- 
swered satisfactorily  enough  by  Klemmhein,  who 
said  either  that  he  was  on  guard  at  one  of  the  forts, 
or  he  had  gone  to  Freilands  with  some  famous  man, 
who  was  about  to  drain  the  great  marsh,  turn  the 
bogs  into  corn-fields,  and  spoil  the  best  shooting  in 
the  whole  country ;  but,  at  a  later  period,  Avhen 
Virginie  heard  him  explaining  to  her  child  that 
Rupert  was  in  the  Circus,  "  looking  at  a  pretty 
lady  riding,"  and  the  same  answer  was  repeated 
day  after  day,  she  began  to  feel  very  dissatisfied ; 
and  once^  when  ZorndorfF  was  present,  betrayed 
her  annoyance,   or,   as  she  herself  called  it,  her 
curiosity,  so  unequivocally,  that  all  he  had  ever 
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heard  or  surmised  about  her  and  Kupert  some  years 
before  recurred  to  his  memory ;  and  while  still 
pondering  on  the  probable  consequences  of  plans 
which  he  imagined  more  deeply  laid  than  was  the 
case,  Melanie  and  Cyrilla  entered  the  garden.  An 
irresistible  inclination  to  test  the  latter  on  the  same 
subject  prompted  him  to  continue  the  conversation 
with  Klemmhein. 

^^  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  Adlerkron  is  all 
day  and  every  day  in  that  circus  ?" 

"Not  all  day,  for  he  only  remains  while  Ma- 
dame Yinci  rides.  I  believe  he  is  taking  lessons 
from  her." 

'^Oh!" 

"If,"  cried  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  laughing, 
"  if  the  best  rider  in  your  regiment  thinks  it  neces- 
sary to  receive  instruction  from  la  hella  Aminaj  I 
suppose  you  will  all  follow  his  example?" 

"  I  shall  not,"  answered  Klemmhein;  "she is  too 
expensive  for  me." 

"Expensive!"  repeated  Yirginie.  "Does  she 
really  give  lessons?" 

"  Adlerkron  is  getting  one  just  now,"  he  replied. 
"  As  I  looked  into  the  circus  for  a  moment,  on  my 
way  here,  I  saw  him  walking  beside  her,  and  listen- 
ing to  explanations  of  the  different  signs  made  with 
lier  bridle,  whip,  knee,  and  foot.  She  certainly  is 
the  best  female  equestrian  I  ever  saw,  and  is  at  pre- 

VOL.  II.  N 
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sent  training  a  horse,  for  whicli,  they  say,  Adler- 
kron  is  to  pay  an  unmentionable  sum  of  money." 

^^  I  suppose,"  said  Virginie,  "  it  is  in  that  Avay  the 
lessons  are  remunerated?" 

"Not  altogether there  is  no  sort  of  unneces- 
sary prudery  about  her ;  and  her  husband  does  not 
make  the  least  objection  to  her  receiving  presents, 
whether  bouquets  or  bracelets." 

"You  don't  mean  to  say,"  cried  Yirginie,  quick- 
ly, "  that  Rupert  gives  her  such  things  ?" 

"  I  have  seen  her  nearly  buried  under  the  bou- 
quets from  Freilands,"  answered  Klemmhein,  hur- 
ried into  hyperbole  by  a  love  of  banter.  "  Trinkets 
are  showered  upon  her,  and  no  later  than  this  morn- 
ing she  received  the  very  handsomest  bracelet  that 
could  be  procured  in  Exfort." 

"  Have  you  heard  of  these  doings?"  asked  Vir- 
ginie, in  a  low  voice,  tm'ning  to  Cyrilla. 

"  Of  some  of  them  certainly,"  she  answered,  with 
a  look  of  quiet  amusement ;  "  for  I  was  obliged  to 
choose  a  bracelet  for  her  yesterday." 

"  It  would  be  better,"  said  Virginie,  "  if  you 
used  the  privileges  of  your  near  relationship  to 
point  out  to  Rupert  the — the  impropriety " 

"  But  there  is  none  whatever.  If  it  amuse  him 
to  learn  how  a  woman  can  perfectly  manage  a 
horse,  notwithstanding  all  the  difficulties  of  her 
awkward  position,  why  should  he  not?" 
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"Why  not?"  interposed  Klemmliein,  with  af- 
fected gravity.  ''  And  why  should  he  not  practise 
putting  her  on  and  taking  her  off  her  horse,  as  I 
saw  him  do  to-day  at  least  a  dozen  times  consecu- 
tively?" 

Cyrilla  laughed,  and  continued :  ''I  too  was  pre- 
sent one  morning  with  Melanie,  and  liked  looking 
on  of  all  things ;  but  Rupert  said  there  were  too 

many  men  there and he  did  not  wish  us  to 

go  again." 

"  I  daresay  not,"  observed  Zorndorff. 

"  I  must  acknowledge,"  said  Virginie,  "  that  I 
feel  a  good  deal  of curiosity  to  see  this  won- 
derful woman." 

"  Go  with  Melanie  to  the  circus  to-night,"  sug- 
gested Cyrilla — ''  I  believe  you  are  the  only  per- 
son in  Exfort  who  has  not  seen  her ;  and  1  think  I 
may  assure  you  that  you  will  be  surprised  and 
pleased.  Madame  Vinci  is  the  queen  of  equestrians, 
and  will  to-night  play  Queen  of  the  Amazons." 

'^  Is  she  then  so  very  remarkably  handsome?" 

"  Eupert  says  so,"  replied  Cyrilla,  nodding  her 
head  with  an  arch  smile  ;  "  and  there  he  is  now  at 
the  garden-gate." 

"  Upert !  Upert !"  cried  little  Alphonse,  rushing 
down  the  gravel  Avalk  and  shouting  with  deliglit,  as 
he  felt  himself  raised  six  or  seven  feet  liigh  in  the 
air  by  his  tall  friend. 

Virginie   followed,   and   seemed   to  be  making 
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some  reproaclies^  to  whicli  Eupert  did  not  ap- 
parently pay  mucli  attention. 

^^  How  delightfully  naive  she  is  in  the  demon- 
stration of  her  regard/'  obseiTed  Zomdorff  to  Mar- 
garet, who  was  standing  beside  Cyrilla. 

"Who?     Virginie?" 

"  Yes.  Is  it  possible  you  did  not  observ^e  her 
jealousy  about  Madame  Yinci?" 

"  Poor  thing !  What  t;yTant3  men  are  when 
they  once  discover  their  power  over  us !  You 
ought  to  scold  your  cousin,"  she  added,  turning  to 
Cyrilla,  "  for  his  cruel  neglect  of  Yirginie  during 
the  last  fortnight." 

Cyrilla  did  not  answer.  Zomdorff  imagined 
he  detected  uneasiness  in  her  quick  glance  towards 
the  gate. 

"  Such  perseverance  and  constancy  deserve  to  be 
rewarded,"  he  continued  ;  '' and  Adlerkron  cannot 
be  so  inhuman  as  to  hold  out  much  longer." 

Just  then  Rupert  advanced  and  extended  to- 
wards Cyrilla  an  enormous  bouquet  of  the  choicest 
hot-house  plants.  She  was  accustomed  to  receive 
flowers  from  him,  and  had  never  thought  it  neces- 
sary to  express  much  gratitude  either  for  them  or 
for  any  of  the  attentions  he  habitually  bestowed  on 
her  ;  but  his  fragTant  gift  and  beaming  smile  were, 
at  that  moment,  more  than  welcome.  They  dis- 
pelled the  first  scarcely  defined  cloud  of  jealousy 
that  had  ever  threatened  to  darken  their  intercourse. 
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Her  joyous  step  towards  him  was  almost  a  bound^ 
and,  for  more  than  a  minutCj  she  held  the  hand  as 
well  as  the  bouquet,  Avhile  she  eagerly  explained  to 
him  that  he  must  keep  a  place  for  her  in  his  box  at 
the  circus,  as  Virginie  had  at  last  consented  to  go 
with  Melanie  to  see  Madame  Vinci. 

"  O  that's  right but  I  have  not  time  to  tell 

her  how  glad  I  am,  as  I  must  go  on  directly  to 
Freilands.  I  wish  Melanie  and  you  would  go  with 
me — she  could  stay  on  the  balcony  while  we  went 
up  the  river  together  to  see  how  my  drainage  is 
getting  on.  I  never  was  so  interested  in  anything 
in  my  life.  The  course  of  the  river  is  being  cor- 
rected, several  canals  cut,  and  there  is  every  likeli- 
hood that  my  little  colony  of  turf-cutters  will  be- 
come, in  the  course  of  time,  rich  farmers.     I  shall 

be  able  to  do  more  for  them  when  we I  mean 

to  say  when  I,  settle  definitively  at  Freilands. 
There  is  something  very  pleasant  in  watching 
the  gradually  increasing  prosperity  of  these  poor 
people — one  feels  that  one  has  not  been  altogether 
useless  in  the  Avorld." 

"  Dear  Rupert,  how  good  you  are ! "  cried  Vir- 
ginie, who  had  approached  them  unawares. 

"  No,  no,"  he  replied,  quickly  5  "  you  must  not 
imagine  me  better  than  I  am.  My  motives  are  not 
altogether  pliilanthropical.  The  interests  of. my 
colonists  are  mine  in  point  of  fact — the  only  differ- 
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ence  "being,  that  tliey  feel  the  benefit  of  my  outlay 
of  capital  sooner  than  I  can  ;  but  I  have  been  told, 
and  have  little  doubt,  that  I  shall  reap  considerable 
profit  in  the  course  of  a  few  years." 

Yirginie  looked  wistfully  after  them  as  they  soon 
after  drove  away  together,  and  became  so  tliought- 
ful,  that  she  scarcely  perceived  the  coming  and 
going  of  her  other  numerous  visiters.  An  absence 
of  all  formality  was  perhaps  one  of  the  most  dis- 
tinguishing features  of  their  little  coterie;  they 
came  and  went,  spoke  or  were  silent,  exactly  as 
they  felt  inclined,  and  no  one  took  the  least  notice 
of  her  nov7  as  she  sauntered  up  and  down,  appa- 
rently occupied  with  her  child,  while  her  thoughts 
were  wandering  uneasily  from  the  circus  to  the 
marsh  at  Freilands. 

''  I'm  going,"  said.  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  mov- 
ing slowly  along  the  gi*avel  walk,  trailing  a  hand- 
some shawl  after  her  in  the  most  aj)proved  manner; 
^'  the  garden  is  cold,  and  so  is  the  tea,  and  M.  de 
Klemmhein  is  getting  dull.  Where  do  we  meet 
to-night  after  we  leave  the  circus?"  she  asked, 
with  difficulty  suppressing  a  yawn;  '^  for  my  part, 
I  neither  know  the  day  of  the  month  nor  day  of  the 
week!" 

"  It  is  Wednesday,"  answeredM.de  Klemmhein, 
''  and  is  the  Countess  Falkenstein's  night." 

'^  I  think  I  should  like  to  go  home  too,"  observed 
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tlie  Countess  Zorndorff;  "  I  cannot  stay  here  any 
longer,  the  garden  smells  of  a  churchyard/'  and  she 
shuddered  while  speaking. 

"  Bless  me,  Margaret,  what  uncomfortable  ideas 
you  always  have !  "  exclaimed  Madame  de  Belle- 
garde;  ^' I'm  sure  if  this  garden  ever  put  me  in 
mind  of  such  a  place,  nothing  would  induce  me  to 
enter  it  again." 

^'  If  it  were  not  for  the  people  I  meet  here,  I 
don't  think  I  ever  should,"  said  Margaret. 

"  We  certainly  must  be  very  agreeable,"  observed 
Julie,  who  had  heard  her  remarks,  having  found  it 
impossible  to  retain  Zorndorff 's  attention  from  tlie 
moment  his  wife  had  begun  to  speak;  ^' we  cer- 
tainly must  be  very  agreeable,  to  induce  the  pos- 
sessor of  such  a  garden  as  yours  to  sit  among  the 
spinage  and  celery  plants  here." 

^'  You  are  something  more,  something  better  than 
agreeable — you  are  healthy!  "  said  Margaret,  v»'itli 
a  sigh. 

''  Why,  yes — but — surely  you  will  allow  us  to 
suppose  you  come  here  chiefly  for  our  society?  " 

''  My  health  compels  me  to  seek  association 
with  the  young,  the  strong,  and  the  healthy — my 
very  existence  almost,  depends  on  the  emanations 
from  the  nerves  of  others." 

"  Are  you  taking  anything  from  me  or  my 
nerves  noAV?"  asked  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  with 
pretended  alarm. 
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Zorndorff  rose^  drew  his  wife's  arm  within  his, 
and  led  her  out  of  the  garden.  Contrary  to  his 
usual  custom,  however,  he  returned  immediately, 
and  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  half  expecting  some 
severe  speech,  hurried  past  him.  It  was  un- 
necessary :  he  was  not  thinking  of  her  or  of  Julie 
either,  though  the  latter  stopped  him  to  hope  he 
had  not  been  offended  at  Adrienne's  jesting  ques- 
tion. He  assured  her  it  was  the  damp  air  alone 
which  had  induced  him  to  liurry  Margaret's  depar- 
ture; and  then  he  walked  on,  and  she  saw  him 
approach  hei"  sister  Virginie,  and  speak  a  few,  a 
very  few  words.  The  answer  was  a  look  of  sur- 
prise and  a  slight  inclination  of  the  head.  Her  curi- 
osity was  excited;  it  would  have  been  more  so  had 
she  seen  them  afterwards  for  more  than  an  hour 
walking  up  and  dow^n  the  solitary  garden  in  earnest 
conversation. 


CYIULLA.  273 


CHAPTER  XV. 

The  evening  as  usual  brought  the  friends  together 
again;    they  poured   into    adjacent   boxes    at  the 
circus,  and  greeted  each  other  with  familiar  nods, 
smiles,  and  that  peculiar  manner  of  shaking  one  of 
the   hands    in   the   air  so   common   in   Germany. 
Though  suiTOunded  by  hundreds  of  human  beings 
greatly  resembling  them  in  dress  and  manner,  they 
felt  the  proud  consciousness  of  being  an  order  quite 
apart,  the  observed  of  all  observers.     Were  they 
not   the   haute  voice,  the  creme  de  la  creme   of 
Exfort?     Was  it  not  a  peculiar  and  much  sought 
privilege  to  belong  to   them?      Were   there   not 
scores   of  weak-minded   cravers   of  fashion,   who 
waited  patiently,  anxiously,  for  a  sign  of  recogni- 
tion, trying  to  deceive  each  other  and  tlicmselves  by 
speaking  familiarly  of  the  Falkenstcins,  Adlerkrons, 
Bellegardes,  and  others,  as  if  they  were  their  most 
intimate  acquaintances?     And,  O  ye  Falkenstcins, 

n2 
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AdlerkronSj  Bellegardes,  and  others,  how  often 
have  your  faults  and  follies  been  the  jest  of  those 
too  often  disappointed  of  the  expected  bow,  or 
casual  sentence !  Careless  of  the  annoyance  they 
caused,  or  rejoicing  in  their  power,  as  the  case  may 
have  been,  they  talked  to  each  other  as  eagerly  as 
if  they  had  not  met  for  a  week;  and  when  they 
did  look  round  them,  it  was  generally  towards  the 
upper  benches,  occupied  by  those  whose  names  and 
faces  were  alike  unknown  to  them,  that  their  eyes 
wandered. 

As  to  Eupert,  he  deserved  to  be  sent  to  Coventry 
for  standing  up  and  talking  in  such  an  unreserved 
manner  to  all  the  people  behind  him.  How  differ- 
ent was  Zorndorff !  with  what  supreme  indifference 
he  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  scarcely  deigning  to 
bestow  a  look  even  on  those  who  composed  the 
outer  ring  of  his  own  circle  of  acquaintance  !  How 
well  he  understood  Julie's  freedom  of  speech ! 
How  intensely  satirical  he  could  be ! 

Among  the  hundreds  assembled  in  that  brightly 
lighted  circus  to  admire  the  gay  dresses,  handsome 
horses,  and  graceful  riders,  there  were  other  coteries 
no  doubt.  Perhaps,  too,  there  may  have  been  a 
kind-hearted  young  man  in  some  of  those  middle 
benches,  who,  careless  of  the  imaginary  boundaries 
of  rank,  spoke  willingly  to  those  who  seem.ed  to 
wish  it,  even  if  they  happened  to  be  in  that  place 
where    superior   lieight   denotes   inferior   rank    or 
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richeSj — there  may  have  been  an  humble  imitator 
of  ZorndorfF  too,  with  head  half  averted  from  the 
area,  superciliously  inattentive  to  tlie  performances, 
and  confining  his  glances  to  a  fair  girl  in  a  white 
robe,  frowning  when  she  smiled,  or  eagerly  watch- 
ing for  the  shade  of  melancholy  that  so  often 
passed  over  her  delicate  featm'es.  There  may  have 
been  subject  for  many  an  interesting  volume  in  the 
history  of  some  of  those  gToups,  but — we  know  it 
not.  In  vain  we  scan  the  rows  of  faces,  remark 
every  peculiarity  of  form — to  us  it  is  like  the  pages 
of  a  book  in  an  unknown  language :  we  see  dis- 
tinctly every  letter,  we  can  even  distinguish  the 
words,  but  they  convey  no  meaning  to  the  mind. 
Are  we  annoyed  at  our  ignorance  ?  Do  we  regret 
the  limited  number  of  our  acquaintance  ?  Ko  ;  on 
the  present  occasion  decidedly  not.  We,  that  is  to 
say  the  reader  and  writer  of  these  pages,  belong  to 
the  haute  volee  of  Exfort,  if  an  intimate  acquaint- 
ance with  some  of  its  most  distinguished  members 
can  give  any  right  to  the  title ;  we  are  therefore 
exclusive — so  completely  so,  that  for  us  there  is  no 
one  in  that  Avooden  rotundo  but  our  friends,  our 
acquaintances ;  and  to  them  then  let  us  turn  our 
undivided  attention,  the  more  so  as  at  this  moment 
the  Vinci  is  about  to  make  her  appearance. 

A  moment,  and  she  appeared — a  moment,  and 
she  was  Avildly  galloping  round  the  arena.  To 
those  who  had  expected  to  sec  her  raised  to  the 
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saddle,  thence  to  spring  through  hoops  or  bound 
over  scarfs, — the  effect  of  her  sweeping  past  tliem 
with  all  the  ease  and  security  of  a  man  was  start- 
ling. She  was  on  the  ground,  mounted  again, 
stretched  at  full  length  on  the  horse's  back,  or 
kneeling  to  take  aim  at  an  imaginary  foe,  while 
her  faultless  form  seemed  of  itself  to  fall  into  the 
most  graceful  and  nervous  attitudes.  The  innu- 
merable folds  of  the  transparent  drapery  that  floated 
round  her  was  of  such  amplitude,  that  a  part  of  it 
ever  closely  followed  her  rashest  movements.  A 
flesh-coloured  tricot  covered,  but  in  no  respect  con- 
cealed, the  upper  part  of  her  figure  ;  the  sparkling 
helmet  of  green  and  gold,  of  antique  form,  softened 
while  it  heightened  the  regularity  of  her  strongly 
marked  features,  and  the  light  javelin  that  quivered 
in  her  hand  gave  endless  opportunities  of  exhibit- 
ing an  arm  of  perfect  symmetry.  At  length  she 
stopped  or  rather  walked  her  horse,  Avhile  different 
barriers  were  being  arranged,  over  which  she  and 
her  impatient  steed  were  to  spring  ;  her  large  black 
eyes  wandered  boldly  and  haughtily  along  the 
tiers  of  spectators ;  but  as  she  passed  Rupert,  the 
expression  changed — she  glanced  furtively  at  him, 
then  at  Cyrilla,  half  smiled,  lowered  her  javelin 
in  salute,  and  then  darted  forward  again  in  full 
career. 

The  leaps  were  taken  with  unerring  precision ; 
and  on  the  ban-iers  being  raised  so  as  to  allow  her 


CYRILLA.  277 

liorse  to  pass  beneath  them, she  sprang  upright  on  his 
back^  and  cleared  every  impediment  with  an  ease 
made  manifest  by  her  alighting  alternately  on  her 
knees  or  feet.  Thunders  of  applause  shook  the  frail 
building  ;  Rupert  contributed  to  the  noise  with  all 
his  might — he  clapped  his  hands,  rattled  his  sabre, 
and  muttered  Italian  words  of  approbation.  On 
her  appearing  again  to  receive  renewed  plaudits, 
even  Cyrilla's  tiny  right  hand  tapped  quickly  on 
the  palm  of  the  left ;  and  at  that  moment  Rupert 
bent  towards  her  and  whispered  a  few  words :  for 
a  second  she  seemed  to  hesitate,  but  then  gave 
him,  with  a  scarcely  perceptible  reluctance,  her  beau- 
tiful and  much  valued  bouquet,  which  he  instantly 
flung  at  the  feet  of  the  fair  Amazon.  She  raised 
and  pressed  it  to  her  heart,  while  bestowing  on 
the  donor  the  greater  part  of  one  of  those  flourish- 
ing obeisances  peculiar  to  members  of  equestrian 
troops. 

All  this  had  been  carefully  noted  by  Zorndoi-fl'. 
His  wavering  jealousy  seized  eagerly  the  refutation 
offered  by  this  trifling  circumstance  to  some  doubts 
inspired  by  Virginie  during  their  private  conversa- 
tion some  hours  before,  and  he  was  completely 
confirmed  in  the  persuasion,  that  whatever  hopes 
or  intentions  Rupert  might  have  entertained  a  few 
years  before,  they  were  now  abandoned  altogether, 
and  from  him,  as  a  rival,  he  had  nothing  more  to 
fear.     He  stooped  forward  to  speak  to  Virginie, 
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who,  with  a  forced  smile,  was  endeavouring  to  talk 
to  his  wife :  ^'  I  hope,  Madame  de  Kubigny,  you 
saw  that  little  pantomime  ?  Will  it  not  tend  to 
confirm  all  I  said  to  you  to-day?" 

^'  Had  I  been  Cyrilla,"  said  Virginie,  ^'  I  should 

not  have  given  him  my  flowers  to  throw  to  that 

that  woman!" 

^^  I  daresay  not,"  observed  Margaret,  smiling : 
"  I  confess  I  was  rather  surprised,  she  seemed  so 
exceedingly  glad  to  get  that  very  bouquet  in  your 
garden  to-day !     Did  you  not  think  so  ?" 

'•''  Yes ;  but  Count  Zorndorff  said  she  liked  the 
flowers  merely  for  their  colom-  and  perfume,  and 
that  Eupert  was  a  too  near  relation  for  her  to  value 
such  little  attentions  on  his  part." 

"  I  did  not  hear  you  say  so,"  began  Margaret, 
turning  to  Zorndorff;  when  did  you  say  that?" 

Virginie  looked  a  little  embarrassed. 

''  I  remember,"  she  continued,  ^^  your  sayhig 
something  about  constancy  and  perseverance,  and 
that  Baron  Adlerkron  would  be  inhuman  if  he — lie 
—did  not " 

^'Exactly,"  said  Zorndoi-ff;  ^^  when  we  return 
home  you  shall  hear  all  about  it.  Do  you  feel  well 
enough  to  go  to  my  aunt's  this  evening?" 

"  I  do  not  feel  exactly  equal  to  so  much  noise 
and  talking — but  perhaps  you  intend  to  go  ?  " 

^^  Of  course,  I  do." 

"  0,  then,  let  us  drive  there  at  once.     AVe  shall 
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meet  yoii,  I  suppose,"  she  added,  turDing  to  Vir- 
ginie.  ^'  I  am  so  glad  tliat  you  have  broken  the 
ice,  and  intend  to  go  out  again. — Edouard  says  you 
sing  as  well  as  Cyrilla,  and  that  your  voices  are  so 
alike  that  one  can  scarcely  distinguish  them  from 
each  other  when  you  sing  together." 

"  Our  voices  have  a  singular  resemhlance  even  in 
speaking,"  replied  Virginie  ;  ^'  but  Cyrilla  sings 
infinitely  better  than  I  do." 

^^  I  hope  you  will  allow  Margaret  to  judge  for 
herself  this  evening,"  said  ZorndorfF.  '''■  I  know 
Adterkron  expects  you  to  sing  with  him," 

Virginie  smiled,  and  shook  her  head  incredu- 
lously. 

"  Fact,  I  assure  you. — You  will  see." 
And  she  did  see  some  music  that  she  had  been 
in  the  habit  of  singing  with  Rupert  laid  conspicu- 
ously on  the  pianoforte  in  the  music-room  by  him ; 
and  when  Cyrilla  seemed  unwilling  to  join  them, 
he  requested  her  to  accompany  him  ;  then  to  sing 
with  him  j  others  assisted.  A  little  concert  was 
arranged,  and  Cyrilla  was  for  a  short  time  appa- 
rently forgotten. 

She  walked  unheeded  through  the  rooms,  and  in 
the  last  of  them  sat  down  on  a  jirie-Bleu^  and  rested 
her  elbow  on  her  knee,  her  cheek  in  lier  hand.  A 
table  concealed  her  from  the  few  people  who  still 
loitered  near  the  doorway  ;  but  even  they  were 
soon  drawn  towards  the  music-room,  as  much  by 
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the  sound  of  speaking  as  singing  voices  ;  for  even 
tlie  essentially  musical  Germans  iind  music  a  great 
promoter  of  general  conversation. 

Cyrilla's  melancholy  train  of  reflection  was  broken 
by  hearing  the  door  of  her  sister's  boudoir  open 
softly,  some  one  enter  and  walk  directly  behind  her 
chair.  Besides  herself,  there  were  but  three  per- 
sons allowed  to  pass  through  that  apartment,  as  it 
communicated  with  Melanie's  dressing-room.  She 
heard  Rupert  singing  ; — she  knew  the  President 
was  in  the  music-room  ; — and,  without  looking  up, 
felt  convinced  that  the  person  who  now  leaned  on 
her  chair  was  ZorndorfF.  There  had  been  some- 
thing so  perversely  obstinate  in  his  manner  of 
avoiding  her  of  late — something  so  mortifying  to 
her  feelings,  in  having,  though  ever  so  covertly,  to 
watch  him  and  seek  his  vicinity,  that  her  pride  had 
revolted,  and  caused  a  sort  of  desperate  resignation, 
almost  immediately  perceived  by  Zorndorif,  who, 
not  knowing  the  total  alienation  that  had  taken 
place,  became  first  uneasy,  then  alarmed,  and  at 
last  resolved  to  temporize. 

He  now  waited  in  vain  for  her  to  look  up,  and  at 
length  said,  ''  Cyrilla — I  am  here." 

''  I  know  it." 

^^  Was  I  wrong  in  supposing  you  wished  to  speak 
to  me  ?  "  he  asked  with  some  surprise. 

'^  No." 

''  Well,  then,  speak." 
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''  Not  here." 

"  And  why  not  ?  We  are  more  alone  now  than 
we  are  likely  to  be  in  my  library.  There  are  but 
two  hours  in  the  day  I  can  call  mine — the  hours 
that  Margaret  sleeps." 

'^  You  might  have  given  one  to  me,  when  I  re- 
quested it." 

"  You  came  too  late." 

"  If  you  chose  to  speak  to  me,  you  could  come 
here,  I  suppose,"  said  Cyrilla,  coldly. 

"  And  be  interrupted  by  my  uncle,  or  have  Me- 
lanie  present  to  interfere  between  us  ?  No,  Cyi'illa, 
if  you  wish  for  these  papers " 

"  I  have  ceased  to  care  about  them." 

"  Indeed  !   and  why  ?  " 

''  Because  I  cannot  make  use  of  them.  The  only 
person  to  whom  I  could  apply  for  advice  or  assist- 
ance is  Kupert,  and  you  can  easily  imagine  why 
I. — dare  not  consult  him." 

^'  I  understand  you." 

"  Melanie  is  unfortunately,  for  other  reasons, 
equally  unwilling  to  consult  the  President. — Of 
what  use  would  they  be  to  me  ?  " 

"  Not  much  if  you  do  not  intend  to  acknowledge 
your  marriage,  or  wish  to  have  me  more  in  your 
power  than  I  am  at  present." 

Cyrilla  looked  at  him  inquiringly. 

"  I  might  now,"  he  continued,  "  if  I  chose,  deny 
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our  marriage,  and  you  would  find  it  very  difficult 
to  prove." 

"  I  know,"  began  Cyrilla,  with  trembling  eager- 
ness, "  I  know  that  many  necessary  formalities 
were  omitted ;  it  was  on  this  that  all  my  hopes 
were  built — I  thought — " 

"  You  mistake  me,"  said  Zomdoi-fF,  quickly,  "  I 
only  wished  to  point  out  to  you  that,  in  every  way, 
you  are  completely  in  my  power.  "Without  any 
proof  of  your  marriage,  how  can  you  hope  to  annul 
it  ?  I  so  little  expected  your  indifference  about 
these  papers,  that  to  prevent  any  difficulties  in 
establishing  my  claims  hereafter,  I  have  bound 
Weckmaun  to  me  by  the  strong  chain  of  pecuniary 
interest,  and  have  never  ceased  to  correspond  regu- 
larly with  him." 

"  Who  is  Weckmann  ?  "  asked  Cyrilla. 

'^  He  who  met  us  at  the  G^ronst^re  Spring  at 
Spa!" 

''  I  thouglit  his  name  v/as  Maier — you  called  him 
Maier." 

'''■  His  name  is  ^Maier  ;  but  you  know  he  is  a  po- 
litical exile,  and,  preferring  the  character  of  emi- 
grant, he  has  assumed  the  name  of  Weckmann." 

Although  Zorndorff 's  explanation  was  given  witli 
some  eagerness,  it  was  a  matter  of  such  indiffer- 
ence to  Cyrilla,  that  again  her  head  sunk  on  her 
hand,  and  her  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  ground. 
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Some  people  began  to  saunter  into  the  room,  and 
Zorndorff  slightly  raised  his  voice  as  he  continued  : 
^'  He  writes  often,  and  gives  a  most  interesting- 
account  of  the  part  of  America  where  he  resides. 
Perhaps  you  would  like  to  see  some  of  his  letters  ?  " 

^'  No,  thank  you — America  does  not  interest  me 
in  the  least." 

"  But  his  letters  would  :  the  descriptions  are  so 
vivid,  so  inspiriting,  that  I  have  found  them  irre- 
sistible, and  have  sent  him  money  to  pm'chase  land 
for  me  on  the  banks  of  the  Ohio." 

^^  You?" 

'■^  Yes  ;  a  voyage  across  the  Atlantic  has  ceased 
to  be  anything  very  extraordinary." 

Cyrilla  had  not  spirits  to  jest,  and  merely  shook 
her  head  incredulously. 

Zorndorfi  saw  his  wife  and  Julie  de  Lindesmar 
approaching,  and  whispered,  '^  Cyrilla,  will  you 
meet  me  this  day- week  ?  " 

"  Is  there  any  use  ?  "  she  asked,  without  moving 
or  looking  up.  ''  Have  I  any  thing  to  hope  from 
you?"    ' 

"  Yes,  yes — everything — give  me  but  time  to 
think — to  arrange — and — and  come  earlier — at 
eleven. — I  promise  we  shall  be  uninterrupted  for 
two  whole  hours." 

"  I  do  not  want  two  liours  to  make  a  last  appeal 
to  your  justice  and  generosity — five  minutes  will 
suffice." 
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''  As  you  please  ;  but  without  Melanie." 

"  Melanie  cannot  in  any  way  be  a  restraint,  or 
"  Here  Cyrilla  stopped,  for  Julie  and  Mar- 
garet stood  before  lier. 

"  So  liere  you  are — sitting  in  this  quiet  corner 
together,"  cried  the  former,  with  a  half-mischievous, 
half-inquisitive  glance  ;  ^^  and  so  grave  too,  that 
one  cannot  help  suspecting  you  have  been  talking 
of  old  times." 

Margaret  looked  inqjiiringly  from  one  to  the 
other,  her  wild  eyes  opening  wider  as  she  repeated 
the  words,  '^  Old  times !"  and  then  added,  '^  What 
times?" 

"  Not  very  old  times  either,"  said  Zorndorff, 
quietly ;  "  even  if  you  refer  to  the  commencement 
of  my  acquaintance  with  Mademoiselle  d'Adler- 
kron.  We  were,  however,  not  talking  of  those 
times  and  the  fetes  at  Freilands,  as  you  perhaps 
supposed,  but  of  America." 

"America!"  said  Margaret,  "and  Avhat  about 
America?" 

"  I  was  speaking  about  a  friend  of  mine  who  is 
there." 

"0,  I  know the  man  who  writes  so  often, 

and  who  offered  to  purchase  land  ;  what  he  called 
clearings  for  you?" 

Zorndorff  nodded  his  head. 

"  I  dread  the  arrival  of  those  letters  more  than 
I  can  tell  you,"  she  continued  j  "  they  make  you 
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SO  restless  and  discontented.  I  cannot  imagine 
liow  any  one  can  wish  to  go  to  America  who  has  a 
comfortable  home  here!" 

"  I  can/'  interposed  Julie.  "  Nothing  I  desire 
so  much  as  to  have  an  opportunity  of  seeing  the 
world ;  and  if  Count  Zorndorff  will  let  me  know 
when  he  intends  to  set  out  on  his  travels^  I  shall 
be  most  happy  to  accompany  him." 

"You  must  wait  until  the  funeral  service  has 
been  read  for  me,"  said  Margaret,  putting  her  arm 
within  Zorndorff 's,  and  clasping  her  hands  tiglitly 
together  in  a  manner  that  had  become  habitual  to 
her. 

"  O,  not  at  all — we  could  make  a  little  expedi- 
tion to  the  back -woods  together,  and  then  return 
here  and  tell  you  all  about  it." 

"  No,  no  ;  he  shall  not  go  with  you,"  said  Mar- 
garet, forcing  a  smile,  and  trying  to  enter  into  the 
jest;  "  I  would  rather  trust  him  to  Cyrilla." 

"  There  loas  a  time  when  you  might  have 
thought  differently,"  said  Julie,  nodding  her  head 
with  peculiar  archness ;  "  but  Count  Zorndorff 
could  not  easily  persuade  her  to  go  to  the  back- 
woods of  America  with  him  iiow  .^" 

Like  all  great  talkers,  Julie  often  said  more  tlian 
she  intended ;  but  though  it  is  not  to  be  supposed 
she  was  quite  unconscious  that  this  speech  might 
move  her  hearers  disagreeably,  slie  was  by  no 
means  prepared  for  the  effect  which  it  instantly 
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produced.  Cyrilla  rose  from  her  lowly  seat,  and 
left  tlie  room  without  bestowing  even  a  passing 
glance  on  any  of  them.  Margaret  hung  heavily 
on  Zorndorff's  arm,  and  looked  up  into  his  face 
with  intense  anxiety;  and  that  face,  though  the 
features  were  compelled  in  some  degree  to  assume 
an  appearance  of  composure,  exhibited  such  fierce 
internal  struggles,  that  Julie  found  it  difficult  to 
endure  the  glare  of  his  angiy  eyes.  She  had  in- 
tended to  hint  in  a  playful  manner  what  she  firmly 
believed  to  be  the  case — that  Cyrilla  no  longer 
cared  for  him  ;  but  nothing  was  further  from  her 
thoughts  than  to  rouse  his  ire,  as  she  so  evidently 
had  done.  She  stammered  some  excuses,  which 
were  received  coldly  enough  to  mortify  her ;  and 
then  she  began  a  voluble  explanation  of  her  words 
to  Margaret,  trying  to  remove  her  jealous  anxiety, 
and  to  extricate  herself  from  emban-assment  by  the 
contemptible  subterfuge  but  too  often  used  by 
women,  of  changing  and  misplacing  the  words  until 
they  bore  quite  another  meaning.  Provoked  at 
finding  herself  unanswered,  she  at  length  shrugged 
her  shoulders  and  walked  away. 

"What  did  she  mean?"  asked  Margaret  in  a 
scarcely  audible  voice,  and  trembling  violently ; 
"  I  saw  that  both  you  and  Cyrilla  understood  her, 
and  that  she  was  referring  to  something  that  I 
ought  to  have  heard  from  you — what  did  she 
mean  ?" 
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"  She  insinuated  that  Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron 
had  not  forgiven  me  for  prefemng  you  to  her." 

"  But  did  you  prefer  me  ?  " 

^'I  gave  a  tolerably  convincing  proof  of  it,  I 
think." 

^'  Yet I  remember Ah !  now  I  understand 

why  she  will   not   come  to  our  house,  why  she 

avoids  us,  especially  me Why  did  you  not  tell 

me  this  long  ago?" 

"  Because  you  are  so  unreasonably  jealous  of 
everybody of  everything  I  may  say." 

^'  But  I  won't  be  jealous  if  you  tell  me  the  whole 
truth." 

ZorndorfF  hesitated  a  moment,  and  then  said : 
^'  Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron  was  staying  with  her 
sister  the  first  year  I  came  to  Exfort.  At  that 
time,  you  know,  I  almost  lived  in  my  uncle's  house 
could  not  avoid  meeting  her  every  day " 

''And and  she  loved  you,"  cried  Margaret, 

quickly  5  ''  tried,  perhaps,  to  alienate  your  heart 
from  me  ?" 

''  She  never  heard  you  named,  and  was  not 
aware  of  my  engagement  until  informed  of  it  by 
my  father  just  before  I  went  to  Berlin  to  fulfil  it." 

''But   you   think   she   hoped expected 

Poor  thing,  hoAV  she  must  have  suftered  !" 

"  More  than  I  like  to  remember,"  answered 
ZorndorfF. 

"Edouard if  it  were  so you  must  liavc 
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paid   her   attention confess you   liked   her 

admired  her every  one  does yon  forgot 

me  and and " 

''There!"  said  Zorndoi*fF,  quietly:  ''I  knew 
you  would  be  jealous." 

"No,  no;  it  is  not  that but  why  were  you 

so  very  angiy  at  Julie's  remark?" 

"  I  could  not  quite  patiently  endure  a  taunt 
which,  though  apparently  aimed  at  me,  fell  hard 
upon  a  gentle  and  most  innocent  woman." 

''  And  are  you  quite  sure,  dear  Edouard,  that 
recollections  of  her  were  not  the  cause  of  that  cruel 
neglect  which  nearly  broke  my  heart  before  our 
marriage?" 

"  Another  useless  jealous  question,"  said  Zom- 
dorff,  smiling  coldly. 

"  No,  no  ;  I  am  not  jealous." 

''  Prove  it,  then,  by  never  referring  to  the  sub- 
ject again." 

There  was  something  so  unusually  harsh  both  in 
his  tone  and  manner  as  he  pronounced  these  words, 
that  he  effectually  silenced  and  intimidated  his 
wife ;  but,  alas,  confirmed  all  her  worst  fears. 
From  that  evening  her  suspicious  vigilance  became 
unremitting,  and  at  last  so  intolerable,  that  he 
visibly  began  to  chafe  at  it. 

Injudicious  woman — she  imagined  she  was  rivet- 
ting  his  affection  when  she  hung  more  fondly  on 
his  arm,  watclied  all  his  movements,  followed  all 


CYPJLLA.  289 

his  looks  !  She  no  longer  sought  Cyrilla's  society, 
to  whom  the  cessation  of  her  proffers  of  regard  and 
perpetual  invitations  seemed  rather  a  relief  than 
otherwise.  She  changed  the  hour  of  her  daily 
sleep  to  a  time  when  Zorndorff 's  business  compelled 
him  to  be  absent  from  home ;  and  the  two  hours 
which  he  had  once  called  his  were  no  longer  at  his 
disposal.  It  was  absolutely  necessary  to  inform 
Cyrilla  of  this  change,  to  appoint  some  other  day, 
some  other  time,  for  the  interview  now  equally 
desired  by  both  ;  and  for  this  purpose  he  once  more 
suddenly  appeared  at  the  well-known  door  of  his 
uncle's  study.  Great  was  his  annoyance  when  he 
beheld  his  wife  stretched  on  a  chaise  longue  just 
opposite  him,  her  eyes  wandering  from  Melanie 
and  her  manuscripts  to  Cyrilla,  wlio  was  arranging 
some  drawings  in  a  portfolio.  He  saw  at  once 
that  when  he  was  beyond  her  observation  she  in- 
tended to  watch  Cyrilla. 

He  sat  down  beside  Melanie,  and,  taking  up 
some  of  the  papers  strewed  on  the  table,  said  he 
came  to  apologize  for  not  having  yet  looked  them 
over  ;  but  he  would  read  her  last  poem  if  she  wished 
it  just  then,  as  he  had  a  few  minutes  to  spare. 

Always  eager  to  obtain  his  opinion  or  corrections, 
Melanie  handed  him  the  well-known  red  book,  and 
some  visiters  being  at  the  same  moment  announced, 
he  walked  witli  it  to  one  of  the  windows.  His  wife's 
eyes  alone  pursued  him,  and  she  saw  that  before  he 
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had  had  time  to  read  even  the  very  shortest  of  poems, 
his  pencil  began  to  move  quickly  over  the  tiny  page ; 
then,  although  Melanie  was  speaking  to  a  stranger 
who  had  but  lately  arrived  at  Exfort,  he  almost  in- 
terrupted her  to  place  the  book  in  her  hand,  while 
observing  :  ''I  have  made  a  change  which  I  hope 
will  not  be  disapproved." 

Melanie  nodded  her  head,  continued  speaking  as 
she  leaned  back  in  her  chair,  played  carelessly  wdtli 
the  little  volume  until  Zomdorff  had  left  the  room, 
and  then  threw  it  on  the  table  nearest  her. 

Margaret's  manner  had  latterly  been  so  intranquil 
and  odd,  that  Cyrilla  could  not  help  watching  her 
w4th  a  mixture  of  uneasiness  and  wonder.  In  her 
eyes  and  movements  there  was  much  of  the  restless- 
ness of  incipient  insanity,  which  her  words  and  acts 
however  strangely  contradicted.  She  spoke  ration- 
ally, and  less  of  herself  than  formerly,  made  gi*eat 
exertions  to  go  out,  and,  though  she  looked  fatigued, 
seemed  painfully  alive  to  everything  passing  around 
her.  The  presence  of  sti-angers  was  no  restrauit ; 
they  did  not  interest  her,  and  she  began  to  saunter 
about  the  room,  first  looking  at  Cyi'illa's  drawings, 
and  then  playing  with  the  flacons  and  vases  on  the 
different  tables.  As  the  visiters  rose  to  leave,  and 
while  Melanie  was  standing  in  tlie  middle  of  the 
room,  saying  some  civil  parting  words,  Cyrilla 
chanced  to  look  again  towards  Margaret :  she  had 
opened  Melanie's  manuscript-book,  and  was  reading 
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eagerly.  C jrilla  laid  her  hand  on  it,  and  observed, 
quietly :  ^'  You  are  not,  perhaps,  aware  that  that 
book  is  prohibited."  She  let  it  fall  so  hastily,  and 
looked  so  alarmed,  that  Cyrilla  added,  with  a  smile  : 
^^O,  there  is  no  great  harm  done;  but  as  it  contains 
notes  and  unfinished  uncorrected  poems,  it  is  an  un- 
derstood thing  that  it  is  not  to  be  opened  without 
permission." 

"  I  did  not  know  ;  I  thought  when  Edouard  was 
permitted " 

"  She  is  in  the  habit  of  asking  his  advice  and  as- 
sistance," said  Cyrilla;  and  Melanie  unconsciously 
confirmed  all  she  had  been  saying  by  thrusting  the 
book  into  her  pocket  the  moment  she  turned  round, 
and  observing,  with  a  smile  :  "I  must  study  the 
alterations  at  my  leisure  ;  and  if  I  do  not  quite  ap- 
prove, you  may  tell  Edouard  to  prepare  for  a  long 
discussion  at  Freilands  to-morrow." 

"  I  shall  not  forget  to  tell  him." 

"  We  meet  at  dinner  then,  of  course,"  said  Me- 
lanie. 

"  Yes,  but  not  this  evening  at  the  Rudharts. 
Edouard  is  overpowered  with  business  at  present, 
and  has  not  time  to  go  out." 

"  He  has  time  enough  if  he  had  the  inclination." 

"I  shall  not  try  to  induce  him,"  said  Margaret, 
drawing  her  various  draperies  around  her.  ^'  You 
may  easily  imagine  that  I  am  but  too  happy  to  have 
him  all  to  myself." 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

"  CyeillAj  I  regret  to  say  that  Edonard  cannot 
keep  his  appointment  with  you,"  said  Melanie  the 
next  morningj  as  she  entered  the  drawing-room  at, 
for  her,  an  imnsiially  early  hour.  "  I  assure  you  I 
should  this  time  have  been  ready  at  eleven  o'clock, 
had  he  not  written  to  say  that  it  is  absolutely  ne- 
cessary to  postpone  the  meeting  for  some  days." 

"  I  wish  I  had  known  it  yesterday  evening,"  an- 
swered Cyrilla,  in  a  tone  of  annoyance.  ^'  I  could 
not  sleep  during  the  night  from  mere  anticipation, 
and  feel  now  so  tired  that  I  do  not  even  wish  to  go 
to  Freilands." 

^^  But  it  is  exactly  tliere  he  expects  to  see  you  and 
make  some  other  arrangement." 

"  Let  me  see  his  note,"  said  Cyrilla. 

"  There  is  no  note  ;  I  have  forbidden  any  more 
enclosures  to  Wilhelm,  as  he  always  seems  to  think 
I  ought  to  show  them  to  him  ;  and  when  Edouard 
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employs  one  of  his  servants,  Margaret  invariably 
liears  of  it  from  Vica,  and  either  asks  him  tiresome 
questions,  or  comes  here  to  me  for  information, 
which  I  have  no  inclination  to  give  her." 

"  Then  how  did  he  manage  to  let  you  know  ?  " 

"  Yesterday,  instead  of  scanning  my  lines,  as 
he  proposed  doing,  he  wrote  a  few  words  under 
them." 

"  How  very  provoking,"  cried  Cyrilla,  quickly. 
"  I  greatly  fear  that  Margaret  read  them  before  you 
did." 

^'  Impossible  !  she  knows  as  well  as  you  do  that 
this  book  is  not  to  be  opened  without  my  permis- 
sion." 

^'  She  opened  it,  nevertheless,  and  seemed  to 
consider  that  Edouard's  permission  extended  to 
her." 

"  This  is  intolerable,"  cried  Melanie  ;  ^^  her  jeal- 
ousy makes  her  forget  the  commonest  rules  of  good 
manners.  I  dare  say  she  saw  liim  writing,  and 
that  perhaps  made  her  wish  to  inspect  a  book  which 
has  hitherto  been  totally  uninteresting  to  her  ;  but 
I  doubt  her  having  found  out  the  place  ;  for  had  she 
read  those  words  we  should  inevitably  have  had  a 
scene  such  as  I  hope  you  may  never  be  obliged  to 
witness." 

^'  I  saw  quite  enough  that  one  niglit,"  began  Cy- 
rilla. 

"  0  that  was  nothing ;  she   had   been  so  long 
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insensible  in  the  morning,  that  I  knew  there  was 
nothing  to  be  feared  when  I  told  you  to  go  to 
her." 

A  servant  entered  just  then  with  a  small  packet 
from  the  silversmith's:  it  contained  the  little  bells 
ordered  by  Count  Lindesmar  for  the  Polish  dance. 
They  were  fastened  on  a  steel  spring,  which  gave 
them  the  appearance  of  spurs ;  and  Melanie,  as  she 
laid  them  beside  Cyrilla,  begged  her  to  try  them 
on  and  dance  a  few  steps,  that  she  might  hear  them 
tinkle  ;  but  Cyrilla  shook  her  head,  and  scarcely 
looked  at  them.  It  was  evident  that  their  anival 
had  not  interrupted  her  train  of  thought,  for  she  ob- 
served, with  a  sigh :  ''  I  quite  dread  going  to 
Freilands  and  seeing  Eupert,  as,  with  all  his  ap- 
parent carelessness,  his  memory  is  excellent,  and 
this  very  day  the  three  months'  silence  I  imposed 
on  him  is  at  an  end.  What  can  I  say  when  he 
asks  for  an  answer  which  I  am  not  in  the  least  pre- 
pared to  give?" 

"  Tell  him  you  have  had  no  opportunity  of  speak- 
ing to  Edouard  alone." 

"  But  he  will  think  me  so  weak,  so  foolish,  not 
to  have  insisted  on  an  interview.  O,  Melanie,  tell 
me  what  I  ought  to  do  !"  she  exclaimed,  kneeling 
on  a  footstool  beside  her  sister's  chair,  and  looking 
up  anxiously  into  her  face.  "  I  feel  that  it  is  wTong 
to  think  of  Rupert  as  I  now  do  while  I  am  still... 
. . .  Edouard's wife and  he he  has  so 
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placed  me,  that  even  demanding  an  interview  with 
him  has  the  appearance  of  an  impropriety,  and  must 
be  done  secretly,  O,  how  I  hate  secrets  and  secrecy  ; 
they  are  the  bane  of  my  life." 

Melanie  kissed  her  forehead,  while  she  murmured, 
"  Cyrilla,  I  cannot  counsel  you  ;  there  is  too  much 
at  stake — Margaret's  life,  Edouard's  honour,  and 
all  my  earthly  happiness  !  " 

^^  I  know,"  said  Cyrilla,  thoughtfully,  "  I  know 
what  I  ought  to  do,  and  I  believe  I  could  act  hon- 
ourably, and  resign  myself  to  a  calamity  caused 
altogether  by  my  own  folly  ;  but to  make  Ru- 
pert suffer,  after  all  his  kindness  and  patience 

is  more  than  I  can  resolve  on.  Margaret  is  getting 
quite  strong,  and  I  still  indulge  the  hope  that 
Edouard  will  at  last  relent." 

^'  You  labour  under  a  strange  mistake  with  re- 
gard to  these  two  men,"  said  Melanie,  after  a  pause. 
''  I  have  had  time  and  opportunity  to  know  them 
both  well,  and  our  near  relationship  and  extreme 
intimacy  prevented  either  from  concealing  their 
dispositions  or  tempers  from  me.  Edouard's  pas- 
sions are  strong,  his  will  unbending.  After  what 
he  has  said  to  you,  I  have  not  the  slightest  doubt 
that  he  would  indeed  brave  disgrace,  imprison- 
ment, death  itself,  rather  than  resign  you.  Now, 
without  meaning  in  the  least  to  disparage  Rupert's 
affection,  which  is  undoubtedly  greater  for  you 
than  he  has  ever  felt  for  any  one  else,  I  may  assure 
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you  that  you  are  mistaken  if  you  think  his  happi- 
ness or  misery  is  in  your  keeping.  He  is  a  man 
of  unbounded  energy,  diversified  employments,  and 
cheerful  temper.  Love  is  with  him  an  additional 
occupation — nothing  more  ;  he  has  not  an  idea  of 
passion  or  anything  resembling  it." 

"  So  much  the  better,"  cried  Cyrilla,  "  so  much 
the  better.  I  have  had  enough  of  all  that — too 
much — it  terrifies  me  now,  and  that  is  the  reason 
why  I  dread  speaking  to  Edouard — I  fear  him." 

'^  And  is  not  fear,  in  such  a  case,  preferable  to 
the  dull  contentment  produced  by  a  quiet  common- 
place affection?" 

''  No!  oh,  no  !  "  cried  Cyrilla,  iinpetuously. 

"  We  never  shall  think  alike,"  observed  Melanie, 
resting  her  head  on  the  back  of  her  chair,  and  look- 
ing at  the  ceiling,  "  never  !  for  I  could  bear  any 
extent  of  tyranny,  provided  the  cause  were — 
love!" 

'•'■  And  that  you  loved  the  tyrant,"  suggested 
Cyrilla. 

^'  That's  it !  "  cried  Melanie.  '•'  You  have  ceased 
to  love,  ceased  to  care  for  Edouard,  just  when  I 
supposed  you  were  beginning  to  forgive,  and  bear 
your  wrongs  with  a  heroism  Avorthy  of  your  la- 
ther's daughter!  That  Eupert  has  been  the  one 
chosen " 

''  I  suppose,"  said  Cyrilla,  interrupting  her,  while 
a  slight  blush  passed  across  her  features,  "  I  sup- 
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pose  you  consider  that  worthy  of  my  mothers 
daughter  ?  Be  it  so.  I  have  seen  my  error,  and 
repent  it.  I  wish  Edouard  no  evil,  not  even  the 
punishment  of  regret  for  what  he  has  done.  And 
had  I  continued  indifferent  to  all  others,  it  is  very 
possible  my  resignation  might  have  assumed  the 
appearance  of  heroism,  and  been  much  admired 
by  you  5  for  I  confess,"  she  added,  rising,  and 
averting  her  face  from  her  sister,  '^  I  have  only  be- 
come aware  of  all  the  horrors  of  my  position  since 
I  have  considered  it  my  duty  to  combat  and  con- 
ceal the  increasing  interest  and  regard  I  feel  for 
Kupert." 

While  still  speaking,  Rupert  himself  was  an- 
nounced, and  immediately  afterwards  entered  tlie 
room. 

"  I  say,  Melanie,  what  did  you  mean  by  sending 
me  word  you  would  drive  out  to  Freilands  with  the 
President,  instead  of  spending  the  day  there,  as 
you  promised  me  ?  I  supposed  you  must  have  had 
some  very  important  engagement,  and  here  I  find 
you  sitting  as  unconcernedly  as  if  you  liad  not  dis- 
appointed me  in  the  most  outrageous  manner." 

"  If  the  loss  of  our  society  for  a  few  hours  be  such 
a  disappointment,"  said ]\lelanie,  smiling,  ^^what  will 
yoa  call  the  certainty  of  enjoying  it  permanently 
for  a  whole  month  ?  The  continuance  of  the  fine 
weather  has  overcome  all  Willielm's  scruples,  and 
you  have  only  to  let  us   know  when  your  leave 

^  0  2 
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of  absence  commences,  and  we  remove  to  Frei- 
lands." 

"  Let  me  write  about  it  tbis  very  moment," 
cried  Rupert,  beginning  to  draw  the  writing  mate- 
rials towards  him.  "  I  must  confess  it  is  rather 
unreasonable  asking  for  leave  so  soon  again,  but  it 
will  not  be  refused,  as  it  is  pretty  generally  known 
that  I  shall  leave  altogether  in  a  few  months." 

^^  Have  you  quite  resolved  on  doing  so?  "  asked 
Melanie. 

^^  Quite  :  Cyrilla  wishes  it,"  he  answered,  begin- 
ning to  write. 

A  short  pantomime  was  now  performed  behind 
his  chair.  Melanie  seemed  disposed  to  give  Cyrilla 
an  opportunitty  of  explaining,  which  the  latter  de- 
clined with  piteous  looks  and  shakes  of  the  head  ; 
and,  when  the  letter  was  put  in  an  envelope  and 
sealed,  they  both  agreed,  without  hesitation,  to  go 
at  once  with  him  to  Freilands. 

"  Your  coming  so  soon  to  stay  with  me  will  be  a 
pleasant  surprise  for  Virginie,"  observed  Eupert, 
as  they  passed  from  the  pavement  of  the  town 
to  the  smooth  road  beyond  the  fortifications. 
"  The  cabbage-garden  has  begun  to  disagree  with 
little  Alphonse,  and  she  asked  me  yesterday  to 
allow  her  to  take  him  to  Freilands  for  a  few  weeks. 
I  was  of  course  delighted,  wondered  she  had  not 
thought  of  it  before,  and  naturally  concluding  she 
meant  to  accompany  him,  begged  she  would  re- 
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move  there  without  delay.  All  at  once  she  thought 
it  necessary  to  look  prodigiously  prudish  and  pro- 
per, and  said  it  would  be  quite  impossible  for  her 
to  reside  in  my  house  until  you  were  established 
there." 

'^  I  think  she  was  quite  right,"  said  Cyrilla, 
quickly  ;  ^^  it  would  have  had  a  very  odd  appear- 
ance." 

^^  Would  it?"  said  Rupert,  laughing  ;  ^^  I  thought 
widows  with  children  might  do  all  those  sort  of 
things  with  impunity,  and  never  for  a  moment 
doubted  that  she  intended  to  go  to  Freilands  with 
her  child.  As  she  is  now  experienced  enough  to 
know  what  she  may  or  may  not  do,  1  did  not 
feel  in  the  least  disposed  to  raise  any  objection  to 
an  arrangement  that  would  make  the  house  look 
inhabited,  and  give  me  an  agreeable  companion 
whenever  I  had  time  to  go  there." 

^'  0,  I  dare  say  not ;  men  seldom  have  any  ob- 
jection to  such  arrangements,"  said  Cyrilla,  a  little 
petulantly. 

"  When  I  was  very  young,"  continued  Rupert, 
"  I  was  rather  unnecessarily  scrupulous  in  such 
matters,  especially  with  the  Lindesmars,  perhaps 
because  their  father  was  so  careless  about  them, 
and  their  mother  so  singularly  intriguing.  I  am 
very  glad  she  is  likely  to  remain  at  Amboise,  where 
she  can  use  her  talents  in  carefully  watching  tlie 
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remnant  of  property  which  she  hopes  her  son  Victor 
may  yet  inherit  from  the  old  Marquis." 

As  they  passed  the  gardener's  gate,  they  saw  one 
of  Eiipert's /owrv/OTz^  drawn  up  before  it,  and  a  short 
time  after  they  met  one  of  his  carnages  being  di-iven 
in  the  same  direction. 

"  Is  that  for  Virginie?"  asked  Melanie. 

^'  Yes,  I  have  promised  either  to  send  for  or  take 
her  myself  to  Freilands  every  day  to  see  Alphonse  ; 
she  could  not  bear  complete  separation  from  him, 
you  know." 

"  But  surely,"  observed  03^11113,  "Adrienne  could 
take  her  there  just  as  well  as  you?" 

"  Bellegarde  is  not  particularly  obliging  about 
his  horses — brothers-in-law  seldom  are,"  said  Eu- 
pert ;  "  it  is  only  cousins  and  friends  who  allow 
themselves  to  be  made  use  of  in  that  way." 

"  You  allow  yourself  to  be  made  use  of  in  a  most 
remarkable  manner,"  observed  Cryilla  ^-ith  some 
pique. 

Eupert  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  played  with 
his  whip. 

"Every  one,"  she  continued  with  heightened 
colour,  "  every  one  agrees  in  thinking  that  Yirginie 
ought  to  go  to  her  father-in-law,  now  that  he  is 
willing  to  receive  her ;  the  evident  interest  of  her 
child  ought  to  induce  her,  no  matter  how  unwilling 
she  may  feel  to  leave  her  own  family,  or — 
Exfort." 
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Rupert  turned  suddenly  round,  half-smiled,  seem- 
ed inclined  to  speak,  changed  his  mind,  and  drove 
on  in  silence. 

^^  I  am  afraid,"  whispered  Melanie,  ^'  he  thinks 
you  a  little — jealous." 

Cyrilla  started,  and  was  about  to  disclaim,  wlien 
a  sudden  conviction  of  the  truth  of  the  remark 
flashed  across  her  mind.  It  was  but  too  true,  for 
tlie  first  time  in  her  life  she  was  actually  jealous ; 
and  what  right  had  she  to  be  so  ?  None — less  than 
none — the  very  idea  was  a  mental  crime.  She 
leaned  back,  silent  and  ashamed,  and,  on  arriving 
at  Freilands,  endeavoured  to  escape  alone  to  the 
lake.  Rupert  ran  after  her,  exclaiming,  '^  Cyrilla, 
come  back,  I  have  something  to  tell  you!" 

^^  I  know  what  you  mean,"  she  answered,  when 
he  joined  her ;  ''it  was  an  absurd  weakness  on  my 
part  pretending  not  to  remember." 

^'  So  you  knew  all  the  time,  and  I  intended  you 
to  be  so  surprised !  The  President  must  have  per- 
fidiously betrayed  the  trust  I  placed  in  him ;  he 
was  tlie  only  one  to  whom  I  thought  it  necessary 
to  explain." 

''The  President!  oh,  Rupert,  how  could  you..." 

"  Why  you  see,  he  has  a  better  opinion  of  me 
tlian  I  pc'rhaps  deserve ;  so  I  did  not  choose  him 
even  for  a  few  weeks  to  believe  any  of  tlie  absurd 
reports  al)Out  Madame  Vinci,  which  you  of  course 
also  heard,  but  did  not  condescend  to  care  about ; 
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however  J  come  with  me  now,  and  don't  look  as  if 
you  were  annoyed  at  my  having  purchased  Selim, 
and  having  had  him  trained  for  you." 

''  For  me  ! " 

^^  For  you,  and  for  no  one  else." 

"  Dear  Rupert — hut  you  know  I  cannot  ride ! " 

^^  I  flatter  myself  I  can  teach  you  as  well  as  any 
riding-master  now — if  not,  I  have  spent  some  hours 
very  unprofitably  in  the  circus." 

'^  Dearest  Rupert,  how  can  I  thank  you  suffi- 
ciently— I  should  like  so  much  to  learn  to  ride,  if 
you  think  I  have  courage — but — I  cannot  accept 
the  horse ;  indeed  I  cannot,  it  would  create  quite  a 
sensation  among  our  friends,  and  might  give  rise  to 
all  sorts  of  reports." 

''  I  hope  we  shall  care  very  little  about  that  in  a 
short  time,"  answered  Rupert ;  and  then  he  hurried 
forward  to  receive  a  crowd  of  guests  w^ho  had  just 
arrived.  They  were  all  in  good  spirits,  and  full  of 
expectations  of  pleasure,  for  a  dinner  at  Freilands 
was  invariably  gay,  their  host's  happy  temper 
seeming  for  the  time  to  reflect  itself  on  all  in  his 
vicinity. 

The  day  was  warm,  and  dancing  being  part  of 
the  proposed  evening  amusements,  the  company 
preferred  lounging  about  in  groups  under  the  trees 
nearest  the  house,  or  sitting  on  the  balcony,  to  the 
usual  excursions  in  the  park.  Selim,  the  beautiful 
Arab  intended  for  Cyrilla,  was  returning  from  be- 
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ing  exercised,  just  as  some  officers  of  Kupert's  regi- 
ment rode  up  tlie  avenue,  and  tliey  simultaneously 
drew  up  to  inspect  and  admire  him.  As  Cyrilla 
and  Rupert  approached,  the  groom  could  not  resist 
the  temptation  to  exhibit  some  of  the  animal's 
accomplishments,  and  then  all  the  company  gath- 
ered round  them,  and  Klemmhein  declared  it  would 
be  capital  fun  if  Adlerkron  were  to  represent  the 
Vinci,  and  favour  them  with  a  performance.  Every 
one  applauded,  the  groom  dismounted,  and  Eupert 
vaulting  into  the  saddle,  rode  into  the  lawn. 

Nothing  could  be  more  perfect  than  the  motions 
of  both  horse  and  rider ;  but  while  some  of  the 
sjjectators,  with  folded  arms  and  eager  glances,  fol- 
lowed every  gesture,  fully  understanding  and  ap- 
preciating all  the  niceties  of  his  horsemanship,  there 
were  others,  whose  ignorance  on  the  subject  verged 
on  that  of  the  assembled  young  ladies,  whose  ad- 
miration wavered  from  the  long  flowing  mane  of 
the  horse  to  the  bright  face  and  shining  curls  of  the 
rider — from  the  arched  neck  of  the  one,  to  the 
flexible  form  of  the  other,  unconscious  of  the  train- 
ing, practice,  and  art  necessary  to  produce  motions 
that  appeared  so  natural  and  easy.  Among  the 
ignorant,  we  may  place  the  greater  number  of 
bureaucratists ;  and  at  their  head  his  excellency 
Count  Falkenstein,  who,  arriving  during  the  per- 
formance, looked  on  with  the  rest,  scarcely  perceiv- 
ing the  instantaneous  obedience  of  the  noble  ani- 
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mal  to  the  almost  imperceptible  signs  given  him, 
hut  greatly  pleased  with  the  succeeding  springs 
over  bars  and  portable  gates,  and  delighted  when 
Selim  began  to  draw  his  legs  together,  after  the 
manner  of  a  chamois  on  a  ledge  of  rock,  and  then 
stretch  them  out  to  their  fullest  extent ;  but  when 
he  alternately,  slowly,  and  majestically  raised  and 
extended  his  forelegs,  or  lifted  those  on  the  same 
side  together,  dancing  as  if  in  the  circus,  the  female 
part  of  the  spectators  clapped  their  hands  and 
advanced  to  pat  his  neck,  play  with  his  mane, 
and  kiss  his  nose ! 

"I  never  was  a  rider,"  said  the  President  to 
Rupert,  '-^  and  know  nothing  of  the  art,  yet  I  can 
imagine  it  very  pleasant  having  the  four  legs  of  such 
an  animal  at  one's  command;  but,"  he  added,  with 
a  smile,  ^'  you  ought  to  have  had  a  side-saddle  and 
a  cloak  as  drapery,  to  show  how  well  he  can  carry 
a  lady!" 

''Is  he  intended  for  a  lady?"  asked  Julie  de 
Lindesmar ;  ''  perhaps  for  the  future  Baroness 
Adlerkron?" 

The  President  and  Eu2:>ei-t  looked  towards 
Cyrilla,  who  turned  away  and  pretended  not  to 
have  heard. 

''  ^Yhat  Selim's  ultimate  destination  may  be," 
observed  Hupert,  as  he  alighted,  "  I  do  not  know  ; 
for  this  summer  I  have  placed  him  at  my  cousin 
Cyrilla's  disposition." 
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''  0  how  I  wish  I  had  such  a  cousin! "  exclaimed 
Julie  ;  ^'  how  I  should  adore  him  ! " 

"  My  cousin  only  just  likes  me  well  enough  to 
make  use  of — my  horse,"  said  Rupert,  smiling  ; 
and  then  turning  to  Klemmhein  and  Captain 
Stauffen,  he  asked  them  if  they  felt  inclined  for  a 
game  of  '^  chalked  gloves." 

^' And  may  I  ask  what  that  may  be?"  inter- 
posed the  President ;  ^'  the  name  is  not  very  sug- 
gestive." 

"  It  is  a  sort  of  joust  which  Ave  learned  from  the 
equestrian  troop  who  have  just  left  Exfort,"  replied 
Rupert.  ^^  The  combatants  run  against  or  chase 
each  other  on  horseback  within  a  limited  space  ;  the 
dress  a  dark-coloured  coat ;  the  only  weapon  a  Avell 
chalked  chamois  glove.  To  bestow  the  mark  of  a 
white  hand  on  the  left  shoulder  of  one's  opponents, 
and  avoid  receiving  the  same  oneself,  must  be  the 
aim  of  tJiree  riders — whoever  escapes  unmarked,  has 
won  ;  but  we  adjudge  the  prize  to  whoever  man- 
ages to  avoid  the  mark  the  longest,  as  tlie  two  who 
have  lost  naturally  make  common  cause  against  the 
winner,  and  very  good  riding  is  necessary  to  evade 
the  double  pursuit  if  only  for  live  or  six  minutes. 
The  game  amused  us  greatly  last  week ;  but  whether 
or  not  Klemmhein  will  choose  to  be  chalked  before 

so  many  bright  eyes  as  will  now  look  on 1 

know  not." 

'^  I  have  no  objection  to  take  my  chance,"  said 
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Klemmhein;  ^'  but  the  enclosure  must  be  larger  than 
last  time, — I  will  not  manoeuvre  in  so  small  a  space 
again." 

"  And  I/'  interposed  StaufFen,  ^^  decline  giving 
Adlerkron  the  advantage  of  such  a  horse  as  Selim 
— he  must  not  be  better  mounted  than  we  shall  be." 

"  All  fair/'  said  Eupert;  ^^  Selim  did  give  me  the 
victory  last  time — I  will  take  Dr  Faust  to-day — 
have  you  any  objection  to  him?" 

"  Decidedly,  he  is  scarcely  inferior  to  Selim,  if 
it  were  not  for  the  chance  of  his  getting  impatient 
and  leaping  the  barriers." 

"  Well,  well,"  cried  Eupert,  laughing,  "  let 
Klemmhein  order  out  the  movable  fence,  and  give 
whatever  directions  he  pleases  about  the  enclosure, 
and  do  you  choose  my  horse,  while  I  go  to  receive 
the  last  of  my  guests." 

It  was  Zomdorff's  faultless  equipage  which  just 
then  appeared  in  the  distance,  advancing  so  rapidly 
that  Eupert  had  but  just  time  to  reach  the  portico 
before  it  drew  up,  with  that  suddenness  which  ap- 
pears so  correct  in  a  town,  so  unnecessary  in  the 
country.  A  footman  and  chasseur  sprang  to  the 
ground,  and  the  latter,  in  his  green  braided  coat, 
silver  belt,  cocked  hat  and  waving  green  feathers, 
peered  into  the  can-iage  after  Zorndoi^ff  had  de- 
scended from  it,  with  an  expression  of  gi-ave  atten- 
tion on  his  wondrously  bearded  countenance,  while 
assisting  as  much  as  he  could  the  movements  of  the 
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little  lady  who  still  remained  in  it,  and  wlio,  after 
the  removal  of  a  footstool  and  various  air-cushions, 
at  length  made  her  appearance.  Magnificently 
dressed  in  pink  brocaded  silk,  her  dark  hair  con- 
fined by  bands  of  costly  pearls,  the  paleness  of  her 
features  ameliorated  by  the  reflection  from  her  own 
dress,  and  the  bright  colours  that  fell  on  her  from 
the  large  painted  glass  window  which  lighted  the 
staircase  where  it  branched  off  to  the  right  and 
left, — her  appearance  was  striking,  picturesque, 
almost  beautiful  5  and  Kupert,  in  his  peculiarly  sin- 
cere manner,  without  a  moment's  hesitation,  told 
her.  so ;  she  looked  back  to  Zorndorff,  who  was 
following  them,  and  smiled. 

'^  Being  imprisoned  in  a  carriage,  with  all  the 
windows  up,  on  such  a  day,"  he  observed,  with  a 
look  of  weariness,  ''  may  give  you  a  becoming 
flush,  but  it  has  almost  stifled  me." 

"  I  hope,"  said  Eupert,  hurrying  her  forward, 
^^  I  hope  you  arc  not  afraid  to  venture  on  the  bal- 
cony ;  we  intend  before  dinner  to  ride  a  game  of 
chalked  gloves but  it  will  not  last  long." 

"  Have  we  mistaken  the  hour  ?'  are  we  too  early  ?  " 

'^  By  no  means — I  shall  request  the  President 
not  to  give  us  more  than  ten  minutes  5  the  moment 
he  raises  a  flag  the  game  will  end.  We  shall  be 
enormously  flattered  if  you  will  look  at  us,  even 
from  a  window,"  he  added,  on  perceiving  that  she 
went  towards  the  end  room,  usually  occupied  by 
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Melanie.  He  rolled  what  he  supposed  to  be  the 
most  comfortable  chair  towards  her,  murmured  a 
few  words  of  apology,  and  passing  through  the  other 
rooms,  was  followed  to  the  lawn  by  all  those  who 
had  previously  taken  their  post  in  the  balcony. 

^'  Margaret,  have  you  any  objection  to  my  open- 
ing the  window?"  asked  Zorndoi-ff. 

"  O  no,  not  the  least,"  she  answered  eagerly, 
fearing  that  the  slightest  demur  might  be  used  as 
an  excuse  to  leave  her.  He  threw  it  wide  open, 
leaned  out,  and  watched  the  busy  scene  beneath 
him  with  an  immovable  composure,  partly,  perhaps, 
assumed  from  the  consciousness  that  she  was  as 
usual  closely  watching  him. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

Under  Klemmhein's  directions  a  tolerably  large 
space  was  enclosed,  and  the  spectators  retired  to  a 
clump  of  oaks,  and  seated  themselves  on  garden- 
chairs,  camp-stools,  and  benches ;  crowds  of  ser- 
vants, under  pretence  of  assisting,  hurried  to  and 
fro.  The  officers,  whose  arrival  had  been  the  in- 
centive to  all  these  proceedings,  again  mounted,  and 
took  up  their  stations  at  different  parts  of  the  barriers; 
the  President  advanced,  his  eyes  fixed  intently  on 
his  watch,  and  followed  by  a  servant  carrying  a 
folded  flag,  and  at  the  same  moment  three  horses 
were  led  forward.  Rupert,  Klemmhein,  and  Stauf- 
fen,  after  exchanging  some  gestures  of  mock  de- 
fiance, advanced  to  meet  them ;  laughingly,  but 
with  unusual  attention,  they  examined  girths,  bit, 
and  bridle,  drew  on  their  gloves,  vaulted  lightly 
into  their  saddles,  and  extended  tlicir  riglit  liands 
to  be  chalked.     Rupert  could  net  resist  tlie  temp- 
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tation  to  try  his  on  the  shoulder  of  the  groom,  who 
had  evidently  bestowed  a  double  quantity  on  his 
master's  glove,  with  the  laudable  intention  of  mak- 
ing his  victory  notorious  :  nothing  could  be  more 
perfect  than  the  impression  of  the  sprawling  hand ; 
nothing  more  exhilarating  than  the  shout  of  laughter 
that  followed. 

The  President  gave  the  signal,  and  they  all 
pressed  eagerly  forward :  even  in  doing  so,  there 
was  something  characteristic  in  their  manner. 
Klemmhein  was  daring  and  thoughtless,  Rupert 
agile  and  dexterous,  Stauffen  steady  and  wary ;  and 
these  qualities  they  exhibited  unremittingly  as  they 
chased  each  other  round  the  enclosed  space,  endea- 
vouring to  keep  close  to  the  fence,  where  the  left 
shoulders  were  safe  from  their  opponents,  and  their 
right  hands  ready  to  descend  should  opportunity 
offer.  Unceasing  were  the  impetuous  charges  made 
by  Klemmhein  to  obtain  this  envied  position,  but 
Stauffen' s  horse  invariably  reared  to  save  his  rider 
from  the  intended  blow ;  and  Rupert  not  unfre- 
quently  threw  himself  completely  on  the  other  side 
of  his,  and  laughed  merrily  as  Klemmhein's  hand 
waved  violently  and  fruitlessly  in  the  air  above 
him.  One  or  two  narrow  escapes  at  length  made 
Rupert  in  earnest  and  Stauffen  determined ;  uncon- 
sciously they  made  common  cause  against  their  im- 
petuous adversar}^,  and  after  the  following  encounter 
Klemmhein  bore  the  mark  of  defeat  on  his  jacket ; 
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rendered  desperate  by  having  nothing  more  to  lose, 
he  dashed  after  StaufFen,  who,  in  his  endeavours  to 
escape  him,  received  the  dreaded  mark  from  Kupert, 
while  passing  him  in  full  career.  From  that  mo- 
ment the  interest  of  the  spectators  increased  visibly ; 
they  pressed  towards  the  baiTiers,  and  unreservedly 
bestowed  all  their  anxiety  on  Rupert,  who,  hotly 
pursued  by  adversaries  who  had  nothing  to  fear 
from  him,  was  obliged  to  make  use  of  all  his  art 
and  activity  to  escape ;  he  turned  so  often  and  so 
suddenly,  forced  his  horse  to  such  violent  springs 
that  he  was  for  some  time  unapproachable ;  and  at 
length,  when  hemmed  in  completely,  and  just  as 
every  one  supposed  all  lost,  he  threw  himself  flat 
on  his  back,  and  once  more  laughed  as  the  jiands 
waved  harmlessly  over  his  head.  How  much  longer 
he  could  have  evaded  his  pursuers  it  is  hard  to  say  ; 
they  were  again  forcing  him  to  perform  the  most 
extraordinary  manoeuvres,  when  the  President  gave 
the  signal  to  unfmd  the  flag,  and  declared  Rupert 
victor. 

As  they  all  walked  together  towards  the  house, 
discussing  what  Malcnie  called  their  modern  tour- 
nament, Klemmhein  observed,  "  You  see,  Stauffen, 
the  horse  makes  no  difference,  you  might  as  well 
have  let  Adlerkron  have  had  Faust." 

"  I  suppose  so,"  said  Stauficn,  ''  lie  has  so  many 
different  ways  of  riding  that  I  don't  intend  to  enter 
the  lists  with  him  again,  if  I  can  help  it." 
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"  I  must  acknowledge,"  said  the  President,  "  that 
the  joiist  was  interesting,  veiy  much  so  indeed,  and 
if  we  had  had  time,  I  should  have  had  no  objec- 
tion to  witness  another  bout.  I  dare  say  there  are 
others  in  this  far-famed  regiment  who  would  have 
been  equally  willing  to  exhibit  their  skill  in  horse- 
manship." 

"  I  don't  think  we  could  easily  find  three  more 
such  riders,"  observed  one  of  the  officers,  laughing. 

'^  It  would  be  better,"  said  Count  Lindesmar, 
"•  and  a  vast  deal  more  chivalrous,  were  we  to  put 
on  armour  and  break  a  iance,  as  our  ancestors  did 
before  us.  Could  not  we  get  up  a  tournament  or 
carousal  here,  and  send  to  Windhorst  for  a  cartload 
of  armour." 

''  I  like  the  idea,"  said  Rupert,  '^  and  beg  you 
will  remind  me  of  it  some  time  hence ;  for  the  pre- 
sent, I  want  to  engage  you  all  for  my  theatre,  wliicli 
has  been  fitted  up  according  to  Zorndoi*ff's  plan, 
and  is  really  very  pretty." 

The  President  seemed  to  dread  a  discussion  about 
the  theatre,  and  not  without  reason,  for  Rupert  was 
instantly  surrounded  and  overwhelmed  with  ques- 
tions. 

"Um a your  c/?^/'will  not  be  satisfied  if 

vou  are  not  punctual,"  he  observed,  drawing  forth 

the  watch  so  hated  by  Melanie  ;  "and a 

I  suppose  you  ^\\\\  think  it  necessary  to  change 
your  dress,  and " 


CYRILLA.  313 

"  I  should  think  so/'  replied  Kupert,  laughing  as 
he  sprang  up  the  steps,  and  entered  the  house  with 
his  companions,  whose  toilets  had  become  disor- 
dered. 

The  President  paced  the  balcony,  his  hands 
clasped  on  his  back,  and  exchanging  occasionally  a 
few  words  with  Melanie  and  her  companions.  Zorn- 
dorff  had  closed  the  window,  out  of  which  his  wife 
now  listlessly  gazed,  silent  and  abstracted,  until 
roused  by  Virginie's  approaching  her,  and  saying, 
^^  I  have  followed  the  advice  of  my  friends,  and  put 
aside  my  mourning." 

^'  For  friends,  read  Eupert,"  whispered  Zom- 
dorff;  "  I  suppose  he  likes  red,  or  pink,  or  what- 
ever the  colom-  of  your  dress  is  called." 

''  I  don't  know,"  she  answered  in  a  low  voice ; 
'-'■  but  he  dislikes  black,  and  why  should  I  wear  it 
any  longer  ?  I  believe  he  prefers  white  to  any  co- 
lour, a  dress  like like  thatj^  she  added,  point- 
ing to  the  long  glass,  which  it  may  be  remembered 
had  been  placed  by  the  upholsterer  opposite  the 
doorway,  to  prolong  the  vista  of  the  suite  of  rooms. 
In  it  they  now  saw  Cyrilla  issuing  from  the  cor- 
responding apartment  at  the  other  side  of  the 
house.  Rupert  was  beside  her,  and  apparently 
speaking  eagerly,  for  his  head  was  bent  down,  and 
she  seemed  to  listen  gravely  and  attentively,  though 
she  still  continued  to  walk  on  through  the  inter- 
vening rooms  :  suddenly  he  stopped,  took  hcrliaiid, 
VOL.  II.  P 
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and  endeavoured   to  place  a  ring  on  one  of  her 

fingers ZorndorfF,  who   had   retired  with  Vir- 

ginie  as  much  aside  as  was  compatible  with  a  view 
of  both  figures  in  the  glass,  now  started  fonvard, 
and  uttered  a  smothered  exclamation,  which  attract- 
ed his  mfe's  attention  ;  she  followed  the  direction 
of  his  eyes,  and  with  him  (in  the  glass)  distinctly 
saw  Cyrilla's  hurried  agitated  refusal  of  the  ring, 
notwithstanding  her  cousin's  evident  expostulations, 
— saw  her  also  turn  quickly  back  into  the  music- 
room,  while  Rupert  slowly  and  thoughtfully  ad- 
vanced towards  those  who  now  began  to  enter  the 
large  drawing-room  from  both  doors  and  balcony. 

"  I  wish.  Madam,"  observed  ZorndorfF  to  Yir- 
ginie,  in  a  low  voice,  ^'  I  wish  for  your  sake  he 
had  offered  any  bauble  rather  than  a  ring — however, 
this  second  refusal  must  be  conclusive,  I  should 
think." 

"  There  is  some  strange  confusion  here,"  said 
Margaret,  drawing  Virginie  towards  her;  "we 
thought  it  was  you  he  preferred." 

"  /have had  no  reason  to  think  so,"  replied  Vir- 
ginie, turning  away. 

"  It  is  extremely  foolish  of  Cyrilla  to  refuse  him," 
continued  Margaret,  with  unusual  animation;  "I 
wish  I  knew  her  well  enough  to  tell  her  so  ;  but  I 
can  speak  to  our  aunt  Melanie,  who " 

"  I  request,  Margaret,  you  Avill  not  interfere  in 
any  thing  that  so  little  concerns  you,"  said  Zorn- 
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dorjff,  colcllj.  ^^  This  glass  lias  betrayed  a  secret 
which  we  should  certainly  never  have  been  told  ; 
the  less  we  speak  about  it  the  better — in  fact^  we 
ought  to  try  and  forget  it  altogether." 

'■'•  Can  you  forget  it  so  easily  ?"  she  asked,  with 
more  meaning  tha.n  he  quite  liked  j  and  as  Yirgi- 
nie  left  the  room,  she  added,  '"'•  Do  you  not  more 
than  suspect  that  recollections  of  you  have  made 
her  act  so  unwisely  ?" 

"  I  leave  such  surmises  to  you,  Margaret,"  re- 
plied Zorndorff,  turning  away  to  hide  the  flush  of 
consciousness  that  he  felt  spreading  over  his  coun- 
tenance. 

^'  I  could  pity,  if  I  did  not  fear  her,"  said  Mar- 
garet.   '• '  Tell  me did  she love  you  as  I  did 

and  do?" 

''  No,  Margaret,  she  never  fainted — or  even  cried 
for  me." 

"  Then,  after  all,  perhaps  it  was  merely  a  pass- 
ing admiration  on  ]ier  part But  Julie  says,  it 

was  supposed  she  refused  her  cousin  three  years 
ago  on  your  account,  and  that  you " 

'•'■  So,"  said  Zorndorff,  interrupting  her,  '-'•  so  you 
have  been  making  inquiries?" 

'•'■  But  no  one  seems  to  know  any  thing  ;  and  it  is 
the  mystery  that  makes  me  uneasy.  O,  Edouard, 
if  you  would  only  tell  me  the  whole  truth — every 
thing  without  reserve ! " 

"It  would  be  a  great  satisfaction  to  you,"  he 
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said,  ironically,  ^^  to  have  some  one — or  some  thing 
to  complain  of  besides  your  nerves !  What  more 
liave  I  to  tell  you  ? — that  during  the  three  months 
that  Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron  has  been  in  Ex- 
fort  I  have  spoken  to  her  twice — once  in  our  house, 
and  once  at  my  imcle's  ?" 

"  And  where  will  you  speak  to  her  for  the  third 
time?"  asked  Margaret,  quickly. 

"  Here,  if  opportunity  offer,"  replied  Zomdorff, 
so  unhesitatingly,  that  what  she  knew  to  be  the 
blunt  truthfulness  of  his  answer  completely  con- 
founded her. 

The  gay  dinner  was  a  painful  exertion  to  her — 
and  to  Cyrilla.  ZorndorfF  was  unusually  gay ;  he 
even  appeared  wonderfully  interested  about  Ru- 
pert's theatre,  and  joined  the  President  in  discuss- 
ing its  capabilities.  With  all  the  versatility  of  ta- 
lent usually  exhibited  by  amateur  performers,  most 
of  the  company  declared  their  willingness  to  take 
parts,  whether  in  tragedy,  comedy,  or  opera  ;  in 
short,  it  at  last  became  evident  that,  among  such 
histrionic  geniuses,  subordinate  characters  must  be 
altogether  dispensed  with,  "  if,"  as  Rupei-t  observed 
with  perfectly  serious  intentions, — ^^  if  it  would 
not  be  a  famous  good  plan  to  get  a  cargo  of  such 
understrappers  from  one  of  the  theatres  in  Berlin  ! " 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  Eupert  made  se- 
veral bungling  attempts  to  an-ange  a  tete-a-tete  be- 
tween Cyrilla  and  ZorndorfF  j  but  either  Julie  or 
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Margaret  frustrated  all  his  efforts,  and  at  last  he 
gave  the  case  up  as  hopeless,  and  proposed  the 
Polish  dance.  Then  it  was  discovered  that  Major 
Arnheim  having  gone  to  his  father  to  make  arrange- 
ments about  his  marriage,  his  betrothed  had  no 
partner,  and  it  became  necessary  to  press  Zorn- 
dorff  into  the  service.  He  was  absently  studying  the 
frescoes  on  the  ceiling  when  Rupert  laconically  in- 
formed him,  that  ^'  they  wanted  a  man." 

'■^  Take  my  uncle,"  he  answered ;  "  in  your  house 
he  always  seems  to  grow  twenty  years  younger,  and 
joins  in  everything  that  is  going  on." 

^'  He  is  very  good-natured,  certainly,"  said  Eu- 
pert,  ''  but  this  dance  is  quite  beyond  his  powers. 
We  all  know  your  indolent  propensities,  and  would 
not  bore  you  if.  we  could  help  it ;  but,  as  we  have 
agreed  to  let  you  choose  your  partner,  you  can 
scarcely  refuse,  I  think." 

'^  I  suppose  not,"  said  Zorndorff,  slowly  rising. 

"  Will  you  let  me  have Mademoiselle  d'Adler- 

kron?" 

Count  Lindesmar,  with  whom  she  was  to  have 
danced,  resigned  her  with  some  affected  but  a  great 
deal  more  real  reluctance. 

Whatever  Zorndorff  did  he  did  well ;  and  those 
who  supposed  he  required  to  learn  a  dance  he  had 
two  or  three  times  attentively  observed,  were  mis- 
taken. But  he  had  a  habit  of  listening  Avith  mock 
attention  to  any  one  who  was  disposed  to  give  him 


318  CYRILLA. 

instruction,  no  matter  on  what  subject ;  and  now, 
with  the  greatest  composure,  fixing  his  eyes  on 
Count  Lindesmar,  let  him  explain  the  figure  and 
caper  before  him,  while  he  himself  neither  moved 
muscle  of  face  or  foot. 

Margaret's  eyes  followed  every  turn,  every  move- 
ment ;  and  when  the  music  ceased,  and  Zorndorff 
again  sat  down  beside  her,  and,  leaning  back  in  his 
chair,  once  more  began  the  inteiTupted  contempla- 
tion of  the  ceilino-  she  tm-ned  to  him  with  a  mixture 
of  surprise  and  annoyance,  and  said,  "  I  was  not 
av»^are  that  dancing  was  one  of  your  accomplish- 
ments !  " 

^^  It  happens  to  be  one  of  the  xeiy  few  I  ever  ac- 
quired," he  replied. 

''  You  never  danced  with  me." 

"  1  believe  we  were  never  together  in  society  until 
after  our  marriage,  when  people  generally  cease  to 
dance  with  each  other.  In  a  small  circle  of  this 
kind,  however,  that  should  be  no  impediment ;  and 
if  you  feel  in  the  least  inclined  just  now  to  join  that 
mazurka,  I '•' 


"You  know  that  was  not  what  I  meant,"  she 
said,  with  some  irritation. 

"  Then,  what  do  you  mean  ?  '' 

"0,  nothing  of  any  consequence but I 

should  like  to  know  what  you  said  to  Cyrilla. 

I  saw  your  lips  move  when  you  were  dancing 

You  spoke  to  her." 
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''•  Yes.  I  told  her  you  intended  to  give  a  ball  be- 
fore you  closed  your  house  for  the  summer." 

"And  was  that  all?  Did  you  not  ask  her  to 
dance  at  it  with  you  ?" 

"  No  ;  for  though  I  could  not,  without  rudeness, 
avoid  dancing  this  evening,  I  know  that  Arnheim 
will  have  returned  before  your  ball.  He  will  dance 
with  his  fiancee^  and  then  Mademoiselle  d'Adler- 
kron  will  naturally  choose  either  Lindesmar  or  Ad- 
lerkron." 

And  all  this  was  true ;  but  when  Rupert  found 
an  opportunity  soon  after  to  ask  Cyrilla,  "  When  '? 
where  ?"  her  answer  was — 

"  The  evening  of  the  ball.  At  his  own  house, 
during  the  cotillon,  he  will  speak  to  me  in  the 
library." 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

Contrary  to  his  usual  custom^  and  under  pretence 
of  wishing  to  make  himself  popular,  Zorndorff  re- 
quested  that   an   unusual   number   of    invitations 
should  be  issued  for  this  last  ball ;    and  though 
Margaret  ventured  to  object,  reminded  him  that 
their  rooms  were  not  large  enough  for  so  many 
people;  that  a  crush  would  be  inevitable,  and  she 
might  become  ill  in  consequence ;  he  persisted,  and 
for  once  their  house  was  as  full  as  the  President's 
on  those  evenings  when  Zorndorff  professed  to  re- 
main at  home  in  order  to  facilitate,  as  far  as  lay  in 
his  power,  the  respiration  of  the  suffocating  in- 
habitants of  Exfort !     Many  were  invited  to  the 
Zorndorffs'  for  the  first  time  that  evening,  and  they 
were  easily  distinguished  from  the  habitual  guests 
by  the  manner  in  which  they  examined  the  pic- 
tures, marbles,  vases,  inlaid  tables,   and  bronzes. 
Many  were  the  fruitless  efforts  made  to  get  into  the 
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library  and  adjoining  breakfast -room ;  but  both 
apartments  were  locked,  and  it  was  whispered  that 
Count  Zorndorff  feared  that  the  passing  and  re- 
passing of  the  crowd  might  injure  the  plants  in  the 
conservatory.  Much  as  Zorndoi-ff  at  other  times 
was  in  the  habit  of  considering  the  wellbeing  of 
these  same  plants,  and  highly  as  he  valued  many 
of  them,  it  is  quite  certain  that  not  one  thought 
had  been  bestowed  on  them  by  him  for  many  days, 
though  the  keys  of  both  rooms  wem  just  then 
actually  in  his  possession. 

It  vv-as  observed  that  the  Countess  Zorndorff  was 
equally  fantastically  and  becomingly  dressed  on 
this  occasion.  Her  sea-gTcen  robe,  composed  of  the 
most  transparent  material,  was  so  flounced  and 
furbelowed,  that  every  movement  produced  a  light 
waving  of  something  green,  almost  resembling  un- 
dulating water,  which,  added  to  a  profusion  of  wa- 
ter-lilies that  seemed  to  float  on  it,  and  others  that 
hung  pendant  from  her  shining  hair,  gave  her  alto- 
gether the  appearance  of  a  Naiad. 

The  texture  of  Cyrilla's  dress  was  similar,  but  it 
was  white,  and  unrelieved  by  any  colour  whatever  : 
even  the  natural  flowers,  and  wreaths  of  ivy,  and 
other  parasitic  plants,  for  the  tasteful  arrangement 
of  wliich  she  had  long  been  remarkable,  had  been 
altogether  avoided.  She  looked  unusually  pale, 
and  though  she  danced  incessantly  during  the 
evening,  not   tlie  faintest  tinge  of  colour  passed 
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over  her  features.  As  the  music  of  the  cotillon 
began  she  left  the  ball-room,  and  found  Melanie 
waiting  for  her,  as  she  had  promised,  in  a  room 
called  ^'  The  Rococo,"  from  its  having  an  elabo- 
rately ornamented  fireplace,  mirrors  in  curiously 
carved  gilt  frames,  crooked-legged  chairs  to  match, 
and  a  profusion  of  fat  cupids  and  slender  shepherd- 
esses, making  themselves  useful  and  ornamental 
in  an  equally  ingenious  and  wonderful  manner. 
While  Cyrilla  stood  with  her  eyes  fixed  vacantly 
on  the  grotesque  ornaments  of  the  chim.ney-piece, 
and  shivering,  not  from  cold,  but  from  an  iiTcpres- 
sible  horror  of  the  approaching  interview,  Zorn- 
dorff  walked  silently  through  the  room,  making  a 
scarcely  perceptible  eign  to  Melanie  to  follow. 

"  Cyrilla,"  she  whispered,  '^  we  may  go  now." 

"  I  know wait  a  moment Tell  me did 

he  look  cheerful,  or or earnest  ? ' ' 

"  He  looked  as  pale  and  anxious  as  youi'self,  my 
poor  child,"  replied  Melanie;  ^^but,"  she  added, 
glancing  round  her,  '^  let  us  go,  while  we  can  do  so 
unperceived.  These  people  are  not  observing  us 
now." 

The  locked  doors  were  open,  the  rooms  lighted, 
and  Cyrilla  walked  forward  through  the  iirst  witli 
more  lirmness  than  her  sister  expected.  At  the 
entrance  to  the  library  she  stopped,  and  appeared 
to  wait  for  Melanie,  who,  however,  -wdth  a  slight 
wave  of  her  liand,  declined  to  follow,  opened  a 
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glass-door,  and  seemed  half-disposed  to  escape  into 
the  garden. 

^'  Oh,  Melanie,  you  surely  will  not  desert  me  in 
this  distressful  moment  ?" 

^^  My  presence  can  serve  no  good  purpose,"  an- 
swered Melanie  ;  '^  any  restraint  will  only  serve  to 
initate  Edouard.  I  know  the  useless  appeals  that 
Avould  be  made  to  my  judgment — know  that,  with- 
out benefiting  either,  I  should  inevitably  offend 
both ;  a  mediatrix,  in  such  cases,  is  worse  than  use- 
less." 

"  Tell  me,  at  least,  whether  or  not  I  ought  to 
confess  to  Edouard  that  I  noAv  prefer  some  one  else 
to  him." 

"You  had  better  not  unnecessarily  rouse  his 
jealousy,  but  go — do  not  lose  any  more  time — here 
is  the  fatal  ring  he  gave  you  that  unfortunate 
morning  at  Spa — returning  it  to  him  will  bring 
you  at  once  to  the  subject  you  must  discuss." 

As  Cyrilla  reluctantly  opened  the  door,  and  then 
stood  at  it  gasping  rather  than  breathing,  Melanie 
saw  that  all  the  doors  and  windows  of  the  library 
were  covered  with  their  heavy  crimson  curtains ; — 
that,  on  the  writing-table,  a  large  lamp  burned 
brightly,  and  that  Zorndorff  was  walking  up  and 
down  the  room  with  hurried  steps  and  folded  arms. 
He  came  quickly  towards  them,  and  having  re- 
commended Melanie  to  lock  the  door  of  the  room 
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she  was  in  to  prevent,  interniption,  he  closed  the 
one  between  them,  and,  unperceived  by  either  of 
the  sisters,  softly  turned  the  key  in  the  lock,  and 
then  followed  Cyrilla  to  the  table,  where,  extend- 
ing a  visibly  trembling  hand,  she  endeavoured  to 
deposit  the  hated  seal-ring.  Perhaps  his  follow- 
ing her  so  closely  increased  her  agitation — perhaps 
an  indistinctness,  which  seemed  to  pervade  every- 
thing around  her,  prevented  her  from  calculating 
the  distance :  the  ring  fell  from  her  hand,  and 
bounded  like  a  thing  alive  along  the  smooth  par- 
quet floor. 

"  It  is  of  little  importance,"  murmured  ZonidorfF, 
as  he  stooped  to  pick  it  up,  and  slowly  and  gi-avely 
placed  it  on  his  finger.  ^'  Eing  or  no  ring,  you  are 
mine ;  and  though  fully  aware  what  you  mean  by 
returning  it  to  me,  I  cannot  help  being  glad  to  have 
it  again,  for  I  have  never  known  peace  of  mind 
since  I  parted  with  it." 

"  Nor  I,"  said  Cyrilla,  ^'  since  it  has  been  in  my 
possession." 

"  Twice  has  this  ring  had  strange  influence 
over  my  destiny,"  he  said  thoughtfully.  ^'  Never 
will  I  part  with  it  again  with  my  consent!" 
Then  opening  a  drawer  of  the  table,  and  taking  a 
small  packet  from  it,  he  added  :  '^  Here  are  the 
papers  you  wished  to  have,  and  I  so  willingly  re- 
sign to  you.     The  sooner  you  make  our  relation  to 
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each  other  known  to  the  world,  the  better  for  me — 
death  or  insanity  must  be  my  portion  if  my  present 
life  continue  much  longer." 

"  Edouard,"  said  Cyrilla,  gently,  ^'  it  is  not  for 
these  papers  I  have  come  to  you — you  know  it  is 
not.  I  have  no  desire  whatever  to  make  known 
our  unfortunate,  ill-advised  marriage.  You  told 
Melanie — you  have  told  me,  that  you  can  have  it 
annulled  if  you  choose  to  do  so ;  and  I  trust  that 
such  is  your  intention,  now  that  there  is  no  longer 
the  slightest  doubt  that  Margaret  is  recovering  her 
liealth  completely — visibly — daily ! " 

^'  Curse  her  !"  muttered  Zorndorff,  between  his 
closed  teeth. 

"  Heaven  forbid,"  said  Cyrilla,  earnestly.  "  Her 
offence  or  weakness  has  been  mine  too — we  have 
both  loved  you  better  and  trusted  you  more  than 
you  deserved." 

Zorndorff  began  to  stride  up  and  down  the  room. 
Cyrilla  advanced  a  few  steps,  and  continued,  with 
ill-suppressed  emotion,  '^  Listen  to  me,  Edouard; 
do  not  persist  in  making  two  women  wretched. 
You  have  publicly  acknowledged  Margaret  as 
your  wife  for  two  years ;  she  is  lost  for  ever  if  you 

desert  her  now;  for  me,  there  is  still  hope " 

She  paused,  and  anxiously  watched  the  expression 
of  his  face,  before  she  added,  "  I  might  forget  the 
past  and  be  happy  once  more,  if  restored  to  my 
former  freedom  of  action  and  thouglit." 
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^'  And  would  not  the  thoughts  be  mine  as  much 
as  ever?"  he  asked,  with  that  pathos  which  she 
had  formerly  found  irresistible. 

Cyrilla  shook  her  head.  "  No,  Edouard,  I  have 
long  taught  myself  to  think  of  you  as  the  hus- 
band of  another  woman,  without  anger,  without 
jealousy." 

"  You  say  that  to  try  me,  Cyrilla;  it  is  not,  can- 
not be  true." 

^^  It  IS  true  :  had  it  been  otherwise,  I  must  have 
died." 

"  Not  when  you  knew  that  my  affection  for  you 
continued  unabated,  increasing  rather,  day  by  day, 
from  the  horrible  contrast  offered  me  at  home." 

"  I  cannot  listen  to  you  if  you  speak  in  this 
way,"  said  Cyrilla.  "  Surely  you  must  feel  that  all 
your  professions  of  regard  for  me  now  must  sound 
like  mockery.  Spare  me,  and  do  not  let  us  waste  in 
idle  discussion  these  precious  moments,  obtained 
with  such  difficulty." 

''  You  are  right,"  said  Zorndorff,  with  a  quick 
glance  towards  the  clock.  "  I  know  not  why  I 
endeavour  to  evade  an  explanation  which  is  inevi- 
table." Here  he  paused,  and  looked  very  earnestly 
at  her,  while  adding  slowly,  ^'  Cyrilla,  say  what 
you  will,  I  am  convinced  you  love  me  still !  " 

"  Pass  over  that,"  she  answered  hastily;  "  it  is 
irrelevant." 

"  By   no   means,    Cyrilla;    to  me  it  is   of  tlie 
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greatest  importance  to  be  assui'ed  that  such  is  the 
case." 

She  slowly  shook  her  head,  and  turned  away 
from  him  in  silence  more  eloquent  than  words. 

''  Resentful  girl !  can  all  my  wretchedness  and 
penitence  procure  no  commiseration,  no  pardon  from 
you?" 

"  Both,"  she  answered  eagerly;  '^  both  to  the 
fullest  extent,  when  once  relieved  from  this  thral- 
dom, that  makes  me  even  more  unhappy  than 
yourself.  Be  generous,  Edouard,  and  my  pardon 
— I  mean  my  gratitude — my — my  friendship " 

^'  Your  friendship,"  he  repeated,  ironically,  "  and 
your  love  you  perhaps  reserve  for  Lindesmar  ?  " 

"  Count  Lindesmar!  "  said  Cyrilia,  with  a  look 
of  unfeigned  astonishment. 

"  And  have  you  really  never  observed  what  is 
so  evident  to  every  one  else  ?  Women  are  gener- 
ally clear-^ghted  enough  on  such  occasions." 

^^  I  never  observed — never  thought  of  him  at 
all." 

"  Then,"  cried  Zorndorff,  eagerly,  '•'•  you  can 
give  me  the  assurance  I  desire.  Oh,  Cyrilia,  say 
that  you  never  have  loved — promise  that  you  never 
will  love — any  one  but  me." 

"  No,"  she  replied,  blushing  deeply,  "  I  will 
not  deceive  you,  or  make  a  promise  I  cannot  keep. 
The  wish  to  love  and  be  loved   in  return  is  too 
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innate  a  feeling  for  a  woman  ever  to  have  the 
power  of  emancipating  herself  from  it." 

"  Enough/'  cried  Zomdorff,  haughtily;  "we  re- 
main then  as  we  are." 

The  J  were  both  too  eager  and  too  anxious  at 
that  moment  to  hear  a  rustling  noise  in  the  adjoin- 
ing conservatory;  too  intensely  occupied  with  each 
other,  to  perceive  a  pale  face  with  wild  dark  eyes 
glaring  at  them  through  the  thick  foliage  of  some 
tropical  plants. 

"  Then/'  said  Cyrilla,  faintly,  "  you  had  already 
resolved  not  to  consent  to  a  divorce?  " 

"  Consent ! "  exclaimed  ZorndorfF,  forcing  a  laugh, 
"never!" 

"  Oh,  what  tyranny  !  "  she  began,  clasping  her 
hands  tightly  together;  but  Zorndorff  stood  so 
unmoved,  that  she  suddenly  remembered  he  was 
callous  to  angry  words  and  reproaches.  After  a 
hard  struggle  for  composure,  she  advanced  towards 
him,  placed  her  hand  on  his  arm,  and  said  in  a  low 
constrained  voice,  "  I  will  forgive,  forget  all  you 
have  made  me  suffer  for  nearly  three  years,  if — if 
"  she  hesitated,  and  then  exclaimed  passion- 
ately, "  Oh,  Edouard,  you  surely  cannot  have  the 
cruelty  to  intend  me  to  drag  on  the  remainder  of 
my  life  in  this  state  of  dreary  hopelessness !  " 

"  No,  dearest  love,"  he  cried,  drawing  her 
towards  him  with  a  vehemence  she  did  not  dare 
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to  resist,  vainly  hoping  that  at  last  he  was  about 
to  relent;  "  No !  Let  us  fly  from  these  intolerable 
endless  trials — let  us  leave  for  ever  this  country, 
where  nought  but  frustrated  plans  and  disappointed 
hopes  have  been  our  portion.  In  America,  that 
land  of  promise  to  all  our  suffering  countrymen,  a 
home  already  awaits  us.  I  have  delayed  this  ex- 
planation until  all,  even  the  most  minute,  arrange- 
ments have  been  completed — It  was  but  yesterday 
that  I  sent  the  last  remittance  to  Cincinnati,  for- 
warded a  large  sum  of  money  to  London,  and 
received  the  passport  I  required  from  Berlin. 
Delay  will  now  be  dangerous  in  every  way,  for, 
should  my  intention  to  leave  Germany  be  spoken 
of,  should  anything  about  this  pasport  transpire,  I 
shall  be  compelled  to  excuse  conduct  so  apparently 
criminal,  by  a  full  confession  of  our  clandestine 
marriage  at  Spa." 

Cyrilla  released  herself  from  him  with  the  energy 
of  despair,  but  all  her  attempts  at  articulation  Avere 
ineffectual. 

"  Don't  look  so  horrified;  have  I  not  a  right  to 
ask  you  to  follow  me  to  America,  Africa,  anywliere 
in  the  world?  " 

She  did  not  answer,  but  grasped  the  nearest 
chair,  and  seemed  to  breathe  with  difficulty,  while 
an  increased  paleness  overspread  her  features. 

Zorndorff  became  uneasy.  ''  Cyrilla — my  love 
— for  Heaven's  sake  speak  to  me." 
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But  she  only  gazed  at  her  toiTaentor  with  quiv- 
ering lips. 

^^  You  are  alarmed — shocked — "  he  continued, 
'^  and  must  have  time  to  consider  this  proposal.  Re- 
member I  do  not  ask  you  to  commit  a  crime,  I  only 
entreat  you  to  fulfil  a  duty.  See,  at  your  feet  I  en- 
treat— implore  you  to  consent — implore  when  I 
might — command. ' ' 

Although  strongly  impressed  with  the  idea  that 
she  still  clung  to  him  with  undiminished  affection, 
the  expression  of  her  face,  as  she  struggled  to  re- 
lease her  hand  from  his,  had  something  so  very 
like  abhorrence,  that  he  started  up,  and  some  vio- 
lent explosion  of  passion  might  have  ensued,  had 
she  not  murmui'ed  the  word  ''  Margaret "  as  she 
turned  to  leave  him. 

^'  Bestow  your  compassion  on  me  rather  than  on 
her,"  he  said  bitterly  ;  ^^  she  aided  and  abetted  in 
the  most  infamous  imposition  that  ever  was  prac- 
tised on  man  !  Stay,  Cyrilla,  and  hear  all  my 
misery !" 

"  No — my  own  portion  is  enough  for  me,"  she 
answered,  sighing  deeply ;  "  our  conference  is  at 
an  end,  and  I  shall  never  demand  another." 

"  Then  you  must  hear  me  now,"  cried  Zorndoi*ff, 
vehemently.  ^'  Margaret  has  imposed  on  me — de- 
ceived me — talked  of  her  nerves — pretended  som- 
nambulism— all  to  prevent  my  discovering,  or  even 
suspecting,  the  real  nature  of  her  disease,  until  it 
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was  too  late.  Her  physician,  too,  was  in  tlie  plot, 
and  never  even  hinted  that  fits  of  the  most  fright- 
ful description  have  been  hereditary  in  her  family 
for  many  generations  !  " 

''  Fits ! " 

'^  Epilepsy,  and  to  a  degree  that  admits  of  no 
hope ;  and  she  may  live,  Cyrilla,  live,  like  most  of 
her  family,  long  enough  to  become  an  idiot,  and  to 
make  me  a  maniac  ! " 

^'  No,  no,  no,  no — never — never ! ' '  screamed  a  voice 
from  the  conservatory,  and,  with  a  harsh  honid  cry 
of  anguish,  Margaret  rushed  into  the  room.  The 
ghastliness  of  her  appearance  was  greatly  increased 
by  her  ball-dress  with  its  artificial  flowers,  and  she 
seemed  to  feel  this  herself,  for  she  tore  the  lilies 
from  her  hair  with  frantic  gesticulations,  flung  them 
on  the  ground,  and  stamped  her  foot  upon  them. 

Cyrilla  thought  her  mad,  and  endeavom'ed  to 
move  unperceived  towards  the  door  ;  but  Margaret 
sprang  after  her,  and  with  a  strength  that  seemed 
supernatural,    held    her    arm,    while    she    gasped 

out  the  words,  ^'  He that  man  there,  is  false, 

Cyrilla — false — you  know  it  as  well — no,  not  so 
well  as  I  do  tww  !  But  I  loved  him — O,  so  de- 
votedly, that  had  I  known  the  nature  of  my  illness, 
I  call  Heaven  to  witness,  had  I  known  it,  I  should 
never  have  been  his  wife  !  " 

With  passionate  gestures,  and  breathless  eager- 
ness, she  continued  rapidly  :   "  At  no  period  of  our 
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acquaintance  did  I  endeavour  to  deceive  him  in 
any  way.  He  knew  that  I  was  wretchedly  un- 
healthy— every  one  knew  it ;  but  from  a  mistaken 
notion  of  kindness  or  consideration,  no  one  ever 
mentioned  the  word  epilepsy  before  me.  I  now 
understand  it  all  5  it  was  for  this  reason  that  my 
father  made  me  promise  never  to  dismiss  Yica,  who 
has  been  with  me  from  my  infancy.  It  was  fits  of 
this  kind  that  wore  out  my  brother  and  brought 
him  to  an  early  gi'ave,  and  it  is  this  which  is  now  to 
make  me  an  idiot !  "  Here  she  released  Cyrilla's 
arm,  shuddered — and,  looking  wildly  round  her, 
advanced  a  few  steps  nearer  Zorndorff,  and  said, 
"  You  love  riches  and  luxury,  Edouard — they  are 
even  dearer  to  you  than  honom* — I  would  not  de- 
prive you  of  them  if  I  could — but  all  I  have  is 
yours.  Is  it  not  so  ?  Was  not  that  the  purport 
of  the  paper  I  signed  a  few  days  after  my  father's 
death?  Even  that  did  not  enlighten  me.  I  was 
an  idiot  even  then,  Edouard  ;  but  for  tlie  short  re- 
mainder of  my  life  you  will  give  me  a  pittance  to 
secure  me  from  want,  for  I — cannot  work — you 
know." 

^^  Good  Heavens,  Margaret,  what  do  you  mean  ?'' 
exclaimed  Zorndoi-if,  in  a  voice  stifled  by  contend- 
ing emotions. 

'^  I  mean  to  leave  you — for  ever.  After  what  I 
have  heard  this  night,  what  else  can  I  do  ?  Your 
house  is  no  longer  mine ;  but  God  is  merciful,  and 
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will  provide  me  a  place  where  I  may  hide  my 
wretchedness  from  the  eyes  of  the  world." 

She  was  evidently  in  a  state  of  desperate  excite- 
ment as  she  pronomiced  these  words,  and  percep- 
tibly staggered  while  endeavouring  to  reach  one  of 
the  glass  doors  that  opened  into  the  garden. 

'^  Margaret,  where  are  you  going  ?  Listen  to  me. 
Let  me  explain — "  cried  Zorndorff,  while  he  placed 
himself  before  her,  endeavouring  to  prevent  her 
from  falling ;  but,  as  he  touched  her,  she  sprang 
from  him,  with  a  long  loud  piercing  scream,  and 
throwing  her  arms  round  Cyrilla,  clung  to  her  con- 
vulsively. Melanie,  alarmed  by  the  unexpected 
shriek,  made  violent  but  ineffectual  efforts  to  enter 
the  room.  Zorndorff  strode  towards  Cyrilla,  and 
casting  a  look  of  horror  on  his  wife,  tried  to  remove 
her.  She  writhed  as  if  in  agony,  breathed  quickly, 
gasped,  moaned,  sobbed,  and  when  at  length  lier 
head  was  raised,  the  paleness  of  death  was  on  her 
features,  as  they  worked  in  hideous  convulsions. 
The  rolling  of  the  sightless  eyes,  the  audible  grind- 
ing of  the  teeth,  the  white  foam  that  gathered  round 
the  parted  lips,  shocked  Cyrilla  beyond  measure. 
She  had  never  seen  any  one  in  a  similar  state ;  and 
though  compassion  at  first  induced  her  to  repel 
Zorndoi-ff's  attempts  to  relieve  her,  and  she  tried  as 
well  as  she  could  to  support  the  suffering  woman, 
who  seemed  to  have  sought  her  protection  ;  yet,  on 
perceiving   that   total    unconsciousness   had   com- 
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menced,  she  endeavoured  to  assist  him.  One  hand 
had  closed  on  her  arm  witii  a  grasp  of  iron,  and  he 
gentlj,  yet  firmly,  drew  up  one  by  one  the  con- 
vulsed fingers,  letting  the  hand  close  of  itself  in  a 
manner  probably  well  known  to  him  ;  but  the  long- 
emaciated  fingers  of  the  other,  on  being  less  care- 
fully, though  with  great  difficulty,  extricated  from 
Cyrilla's  hair,  fell  on  the  shoulder  nearest  them,  and 
in  a  moment  the  nails  were  buried  in  the  flesh  ; 
every  effort  to  remove  them  causing  long  scratches, 
from  which  the  blood  flowed.  Cyrilla  recoiled,  and 
though  no  sound  escaped  her  lips,  she  miintention- 
ally  betrayed  some  impatience  and  pain,  as,  in 
self-defence,  she  pulled  the  ofi*ending  hand.  Zom- 
dorfl*  became  exasperated — furious.  He  used  force 
— angry  force, — dragged  back  the  fingers, — and 
when  at  last  the  hand  was  in  his,  flung  it  so  vio- 
lently from  him,  that  the  unliappy  woman  fell 
heavily  to  the  ground,  where  tlie  con^snilsions 
subsided  by  degTces  into  a  more  than  deathlike 
rigidity. 

"  I  have  murdered  her,"  he  said  gloomily,  as 
he  raised  the  lifeless  form,  and  placed  it  on  a  sofa  ; 
and  while  Cyrilla  sprang  to  the  door  to  admit  Me- 
lanie,  tears  of  remorse  guslied  plentifully  from  his 
eyes. 

Melanie  was  more  annoyed  than  surprised  to  find 
her  niece  in  the  room.  The  scream  had  made 
known  to  her  the  disagreeable  inteiTuption  of  the 
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important  interview ;  but  so  unconscious  was  she 
tliat  anything  more  than  a  common  attack  of  epi- 
lepsy had  taken  place,  that  she  unlocked  the  doors, 
admitted  fresh  air  through  the  windows,  rang  the 
bell,  and  felt  Margaret's  pulse  with  perfect  com- 
posure. 

'^  Doctor  Hurtig  and  Vica,"  she  said  calmly  to 
the  servant,  who  instantly  appeared.  And  when 
directly  afterwards  the  latter  entered  the  room,  she 
turned  to  Cyrilla,  and  scarcely  looking  at  her,  ob- 
served, ^'  We  must  return  to  the  ball-room,  it  will 
never  do  if  we  are  all  absent — I  hope  we  have  not 
been  missed." 

And  Cyrilla  followed  her  into  the  adjoining  room 
in  silence ;  but  there,  throwing  herself  into  the 
nearest  chair,  she  biu'st  into  a  passion  of  tears. 

It  was  only  then  that  Melanie  perceived  her  sis- 
ter's crushed  dress,  disordered  hair,  and  bleeding 
shoulder ;  she  stopped  and  looked  at  her  with  an 
expression  of  amazement  and  inquiry. 

"  Margaret  overheard — all — "  said  Cyrilla  ;  but 
tears  choked  her  utterance,  and  further  explana- 
tion was  then  impossible. 
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